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TIFFANY & GO, 


JEWELRY PEARLS SILVERWARE 


QUALITY BEYOND QUESTION 


MAIL INQUIRIES GIVEN PROMPT ATTENTION 


FIFTH AVENUE & 31% STREET 
NEW YORK 
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ACK in the Eighteen-eighties people 
wore cotton or lisle hose for every- 
day and silk only rarely. The chief trouble 
with black stockings then was that they 
would “‘erock’’. One was apt to find at 
night that a good deal of blackness had 
been transferred from one’s stockings to 
one’s feet and legs. This liability of black 
stockings to stain was most inconvenient. 


Then came a new chemical discovery —a dye which 
would not fade, run or stain. For the first time 
it was possible to make stockings that were actu- 
ally ‘‘fast black’’, The men who today make 
and sell “Onyx” secured hosiery rights to this 
discovery, and determined to advertise stainless 
black stockings to the public. Searching for a 
name which would symbolize this novel quality, 
they hit upon the word ““Onyx’’—a semi-precious 
stone, changeless in its lustrous color. 


The new name was an instant success. It sym- 
bolized what people wanted. And the hosiery 
which bore the name was successful because it 
was what people wanted—literally a stainless 
black hose. 


Times have changed since the Eighteen-eighties. 
Today all hosiery is so good that few of us re- 
member the black stockings that used to ‘“‘crock.’’ 
Silk stockings, too, have nearly replaced lisle for 
fashionable daily wear. People today never 
think of “Onyx” “‘as the stainless black hose’’ 
of the Eighteen-eighties, but they still think of 
it as the leader in the field of fine hosiery. That 
is why ‘‘Onyx” is more generally worn than 
any other kind of hosiery. 


One instance of “Onyx’’ leadership in improve- 
ment is the famous “Onyx Pointex’’, shown 
below, with its fashionable heel reenforcement, 
made to make pretty ankles look even prettier. 


““Onyx’’ Hosiery Inc. 
New York 
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Franklin Simon & Co. 


Fifth Avenue, 37th and 38th Sts., New York 
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For M adem oiselle—14 lo 20 years 


[ne New 
Bramley Fashions 


i} Registered in the United States Patent Office 


) For the Autumn and W inter Season 


Bramley —the most youthful of all fashions 
Originated by and exclusive with Franklin Simon ¢? Co. 





g—Tur New Bramtry Sur of imported old countrie 
loomcloth, an entirely new and exclusive fabric; cocoa, 
black or brown with indistinct chalk lines; also in woven 
herringbone plaids with brown or navy blue predomi- 
nating: with convertible collar of genuine 
beaver fur, black and white with collar of 


gray squirrel fur. . . « . . . .. « 938.00 


| 11—Tne New Bramtey Coat of Flamingo—a soft wool 
suede fabric blocked in self color. In taupe or moth with 
convertible collar of Viatka squirrel fur, cocoa brown 
with mink dyed squirrel fur or gray with 

|| dyed gray squirrel fur 2. . , 69.50 


13—Tne New Bramtey Two-Piece ital Kasha Jersey, 
in black, navy blue, tortoise shell, bottle green, brown or 


| i French blue with boyish collar and link cuffs 
i } Ob wette BABB... 6 Ms sw Gs ‘ 29.50 


Entire Contents Copyrighted, 1923, by Franklin Simon & Co., Inc 
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Corsets and Brassieres 
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is louth is abvays in Style 





(ba \ | 
AA se : i 
IF tI LAM On OUTH never goes out of style. Modes change, styles > 
2 Vi Al, i/\ change, but the slender lines of girlhood are always desired. Ls | 
A\ VY yet MN ‘Being slim may be a matter of pounds, but looking slim Rady | we 
x | \f y nt > is a matter of where those pounds are placed.’’ Gossard Corsets bot | CRE 
>\s \\ { a and Brassieres offer an easy way to keep the figure youthful. pve 3 
f= if } ey rhey do not permit one’s figure to “‘let down” and “spread.” i ) 
\ \ Gossards, correctly fitted, insure good lines no matter which 1 we 
ee | frock is selected from the wardrobe. There are new things aie | 
\ fA about Gossards this season that make them even more necessary " 
and desirable than in the past. The Gossard back is, as always, \ 
a thing of beauty. The new soft front is straight, giving a flat 7 


abdomen without any restriction over digestive organs. Com- 
bined with absolute freedom of breathing and body movement. 
Gossards give support against fatigue and insurance against 
unbeautiful lines. ' 


Good stores everywhere sell Gossards, the original front-lacing 
corsets. They are made for nine ideal figure types and in a full 
range of sizes and prices. 


Ask your own corsetiere for the booklet ‘‘The Gentle Art of 
Looking Your Best,’’ by Jane Hill. If she is out of copies write 
The H. W. Gossard Co., 1006 Michigan Avenue, Chicago. 


Copyright 1923 


The. B. Bi SBSEOSIARD Ce. 
Chicago New York Toronto 
London Sydney Buenos Aires 


GOSSARD CORSETS AND BRASSIERES ARE MOST APPRECIATED BY WOMEN 
WHO HAVE MOST PRIDE IN THEIR APPEARANCE 
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VAN WERVE KS 


he. Jailored Mode.in, Jeune-fille, frocks 


22-—-Misses’ two-piece frock of charmeen, a new fine twill fabric, in 
navy blue, rosewood or brown with borders of embroidered veldenette 74-00 





24—DMisses’ frock of charmeen, a new fine twill fabric, in navy blue, 


rosewood or brown with borders of embroidery; colored pipings 58.00 
26—Misses’ frock of navy blue twill with godet of crepe silk 
in scarlet, powder blue or rosewood; two-color silk pipings 38.00 


Misses’ sizes 14 to 18 
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fluence is marked 
frock t crépe back satin. 
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fur borders the loose, full length sleeve. Shadow 
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formed by narrow band reverse-side 

fabric afford a lovely contrast on the tunic in front. 
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or black with grey. Sizes 34 to 44, inclusive, $39.50. 
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LOVELY FALL FROCKS FOR 


WOMEN AND AT A TINY PRICE 


eT ee © coe One expects these new lines, smart 
her a uthful ra aer » ‘ ~ . . 
: - ae fabrics and fine workmanship in only 
he blou both front headed in a . . . 
lehiing geape gaties.. Clases of elect the highest priced dresses and the 
den beads droop from vir outlined Barbara Lee fall frocks are, therefore, 
in glass beads of self color. The skirt with draped . : 
ie ii th ANP OO PAT ERI most astonishing values. 
panel al acR, the crusn Ll oe mart sleeve all ’ 
ar ’ Barbara Lee touche In black 


brown or navy, sizes 34 to 44, 17 


AIMEE (right) 
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Gi mbroidered Geor Coul 
} 7 . > } 
l r? Velva Br t a 
it that wis its own trimming. P. 
the rierhl . i 
forms the underblouse and slee: a 
, ; , , on 

ascade-effect panels of the skirt. The 
: ne nts te thie oli — — 

a circular air to the sirt and nceal thre 


All told, it’s a frock which 
Black, brown, 


44, inclusiv 


for fullness. 
n any surroundings. 


ind orchid, sizes 34 to 


\braham & Straus Inc. 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 


L. S. Ayres & Company 
Indianapolis, Ind. 


L. Bamberger & Co. 
Newark, N. J. 


Bullock’s 
Los Angeles, Cal. 


© 1923 by R. R.A 





In these and other charming models 
you will find the unmistakable signature 
of 


» beautiful 


n Georgette 


Barbara Lee frocks for women and misses are shown 


exclusively in the shops listed in this advertisement. 


The Dayton Company 
Minneapolis, Minn 


Joseph Horne Co. 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 


The Emporium 
San Francisco, Cal. 


The 5. Ex Hudson Co. 
Detroit, Mich. 


Wm. Filene’s Sons Company 
Boston, Mass. 


The Lasalle & Koch Company 
Toledo, Ohio 


The F. & R. Lazarus & Co. 
Columbus, Ohio 


B. Forman Co. 
Rochester, N. Y. 
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JANICE 
A cloth dress cehich may be ceorn all fall 
for street wear and all winter beneath one’s 
top coat. Of fine Poiret twill, its long coat 
lines will do much to achieve slenderness for 
The double 


beaver collar ts unusually attractive and the 


the woman of fuller figure. 


smart triangular pocket is beaver banded a: 
well. Truly a dress for which one would 
expect to pay much more. In navy, sandal- 
wood or brown, sizes 34 to 44, inclusive, 


$39.50. 


The Rike-Kumler Co. 
Dayton, Ohio 
Strawbridge & Clothier 
Philadelphia, Pa. 

The Wm. Taylor Son & Co. 
Cleveland, Ohio 
Weinstock, Lubin & Co. 
Sacramento, Cal. 


Woodward & Lothrop 
Washington, D. C. 
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OUTFITTING the YOUNGER SET 
for School and College 


-is a feature-service of this establishment. Information 
and prices will be furnished on request. 


The new catalogue of Autumn and Winter 
Fashions has just been released for mailing. 


GB. Altman & Cn. 


FIFTH AVENUE MADISON AVENUE 
Thirty-fourth Street NEW YORK Thirty-fifth Street 
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NONA (505) LUNA (705) BARBARA (525) NINA (549) 

—a light sbeer fabric of the soft —a medium weigbi blend of vir- —a medium weight of the beot —a medium weight mixture of 
cst combed colton, wonderfully gin while worsted, colton and arti combed? collon, clean and pure, highest grade cotton, selected wor- 
elastic, band-latlored in all styles Jicial wilk, band-tatlered in all band-lalored in all styles and sledsandartificia] elk, culandtat- 
anda ze, for every woman's figure. styles, for women and children. sizes, for women. loredby band, all otyles, for babies. 


sy 





MABEL (686) 

—a medium weight blend of pure 
colton, selected worsted and artift- 
ctal lk, cut and tailored by band 
in all styles, for women. 
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Five warn, li ght textures for Fall 


HERE are more than forty different textures of skil- 
fully knitted “ Jérode”’ fabric. 


Each differs from all the rest, but all of them together dif- 
fer from common-or-garden ‘‘ knit goods” by a composite 
advantage, in which the quality of yarn, the skill of knit- 
ting, the accuracy of hand-cutting, the dexterity of hand- 
tailoring, the dainty needlework and finishing —all control 
the result. 

You are interested vn/y in the result ; you have faith in our 
recommendation of correct textures for the varying sea- 
sons only because vour faith in “./lérode” has been justified 
by wear. 

Knowing that faith, we recommend from all the “//érode” 
fabrics, these five especially for fall wear. 

You will find a pleasant saleswoman ready to show you 
a complete range of styles for men, women and children, in 
these fabrics, at every one of the great shops where the lus- 
tre of an established reputation includes the name “Mérode?’ 


We wr Wh 
Rinse gre xs 
er t TORS as 


ses 66 , oe 
fe Men ode oe 


7 knit underwear 
ax Oe 


ts knitted and hand-tatlored at Harvard Mills, in the Town of Wake- 
field, Mass., by several hundred employee partners of the firm of 
WP inship, Boit eF Co., and is sold only at representative stores. 
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Four charming models 
are introduced this 
month. That illustrated, 
left, is of velvet with 
circular skirt and crys- 
tal buttons, $55 


The new Cavalier tam 
with ostrich plume, 
$25 


THE New CaAvALigErR* FRocKS 


for School and College 


The youthful swing and grace of the original 
Cavalier costume — trimly buttoned blouse 
and simple skirt—are in these Cavalier 
frocks, the newest version of the costume 
originated by Lord & Taylor. To these we 
have added the practical qualities for fall of 
warm fabrics and detachable collar and cuffs. 


* Registration Applied for, U. S. Patent Office 


Lord & Taylor 


FIFTH AVENUE - NEW YORK 











The jersey Cavalier sketched 
above, a most practical type, 
comes in green, blue, black, 
navy, brown and tan, $25. 
Plain tam of velvet, $12.50 





A jacket of velvet and plaited 
skirt of silk crepe—a happy 
combination of fabrics—red, 
green, black or brown, $45. 
Hat of velvet with quill, $20 





Co 
A new fall material, charm- 
inette, fashions the Cavalier 
in navy, rosewood and cor- 
dovan. Also in Poiret twill, 
navy, black and brown, $35. 
This tam of velvet also adopts 


the ostrich and adds a brim 
for variety, $27.50 
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Paris Ordains Tucks for 


Chiffon Satin Frocks 
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Dainty pin tucks ending in 11—To prove how effectively a 











oleated front ruffles are the fas- crepe chiffon satin trock can be 
inating feature of this chiffon pin tucked, this one uses for smart 
satin frock. Satin trimmed neck emphasis a tan crepe Georgette 
oke, self color moire side sash, collar, cuffs and side flange, with 
ind tiny Rhinestone buttons lovely lace and embroidery of tan 


complete the effect 49.50 for trimming 49.50 


12 -Again pin tucks, this time confined mainly to blouse 


ind panel. Frock of chiffon satin crepe showing the 
becoming Deauville neckline with trimming of interesting 
self colored buttons : 49.50 


ALL THREE FROCKS PICTURED ARE IN SABLE, 
BROWN, NAVY, BLACK. Sizes 14 to 18-36 to 44 


Paris and Fifth Avenue Fashion Book Sent Upon Request 


FIETH. AVENUE Stewart g. Jo . AT 37H STREET 


Correct Apparel torWomen& Misses 
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(OLLEGE 


SEPTEMBER 1923 


— 4 REG.U.S. PAT. OFF. 


for the 1923-24 


School and College Term 


Annabel—*OLLEGE \LUB Dress of wool Ka- 
sha Jersey with colored cross-stitch em- 
broidery on waist, collar, sleeves and pockets. 
Tie sash. Colors: Grey, Cocoa, French 
Blue, Navy, Brown, Black. 


gE . ae re 15.75 


Also in Silk Crepe. 
Grey, Cocoa, Black. 


Colors: Navy, Brown, 
19.75 





(LUB Modes 


Exclusive with Stewart & Co. 
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Meryl— <OLLEGE, ALU B 
Box cut suit of man 
nish woolen over- 
plaid. Crepe lined. 
Double silky Vicuna fur 
collar. Hand-piped 
buttonholes 


Sizes 14 to 20.49.50 


Also in genuine Fla- 
mingo, patterned in all 
the latest squares, at 
59.50. Colors: Alaskan, 
Kit Fox Grey, San Juan. 
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Gloria — {i OLLEGE. (LU E 
Coat of origina! 
Stroock “Paris la 
Mode” —a _  novelt, 
camel's hair of fleecy 
softness. with attrac- 


tive contrasting colored 
stripes running crosy 
wise. Collared with 
Natural Baby Lynx or 
Red Fox furs. Finely 
handtailored and linec 
with silk crepes 


Sizes 14 to 20. 58.00 


Stewart $ Do, 


Correct Apparel forWomena Misses 
FIFTH AVENUE AT 37th STREET 
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Munsingwear Cover you with Satisfaction 


UNSING 
Cur 


for Men, Women and Children 


Munsingwear is made in a tpg variety of styles 
and fabrics. It may be had in form fitting knit- 
ted garments, in loose fitting woven garments. 


The knitted garments are offered in light, medi- 
um and heavy weight fabrics of fine cotton, 
cotton and wool mixed, silk and wool mixed, 
and all wool. They may be had in all the want- 
ed styles in union suits for men, women and 
children, also in vests, drawers and bloomers 
for women and girls, and in bands, wrappers and 
binders for infants. 


The woven garments may be had in white and 
pastel shades in voiles, mulls, crepes and tub 
silks in dainty feminine suits for women and in 
a great variety of attractive light weight fabrics 
in athletic styles for men. 


Because of the fine quality of fabric and work- 
manship, knit or woven into all Munsingwear 
garments, and because of the unusual value and 
service that Munsingwear garments give the 
wearer, it has been possible to establish agencies 
with one or more of the leading merchants in 
practically every town of importance in the Uni- 
ted States. It will pay you to locate the Mun- 
singwear dealer in your community and let him 
outfit all the members of your family in Mun- 
singwear. There is a right Munsingwear size 
and style for everybody. 


THE MUNSINGWEAR CORPORATION 
MINNEAPOLIS, MINNESOTA 
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T’S such fun to be a school girl these days! Apart from the joys 
of happy reunions with favorite classmates, there is the fascinating 
business of choosing a school wardrobe for Fall. Here are some 
frocks and coats that will appeal to Mother’s sense of the appropriate 
and Daughter’s love of the mode. 


A—A smartly scholastic frock of wool jersey is trimmed with bands of 
velveteen and feather stitching. The collar and wee ‘kerchief are of natural pongee. 
In brown, reindeer, Copenhagen, navy, henna, green. Sizes 10 to 16 years. $10.74 


B—Most refreshingly simple is a new frock of wool crepe, distinguished by 
pleated panels on the bodice and a full pleated skirt. Dainty collar and cuffs of 
fine lace and a fluttering sash of crisp moire ribbon complete a charming costume. 
In navy, brown, cocoa, henna, Copenhagen. Sizes 12 to 16 years. $19.74 


C—The gleaming richness of this velveteen frock is enhanced by the striking 
appliqued motif of duvetyne, silk embroidered. The shirred collar is of fine net 
and lace, with dainty hand stitchery. Sash of duvetyne. In navy, black, brown. 
Sizes 8 to 16 years. $15.74 


D—Truly a swagger affair—this sport coat of fine wool fabric with a broad, 
jaunty stripe in a trifle darker tone. Large raccoon shawl collar. Fine quality 
striped Venetian lining. In brown and grey. Sizes 8 to 16 years. $29.75 


E—A polo coat with smartly tailored lines is made of a soft woolen fabric and 
trimmed with dyed opossum collar and cuffs. In brown, deer and Sorrento. 
The same model may be had in an overplaided fabric with natural opossum 
collar and cuffs in grey, deer and brown. Both styles have Venetian lining. 
Sizes 8 to 16 years. $21.74 


F—A most satisfactory coat for all-’round wear is this one of extra-fine all wool 
chinchilla. It has a smart collar, raglan sleeves and large pockets. Flannel 
lined. Brown or deer with self color linings, navy or grey with red lining. Sizes 
6 to 16 years. $18.74 


R.A.Macr cy & 60. 


HERALD SQUARE JInc. NEW YORKo 
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“ey a CCESS INC 
DRESS” 

in the new Fall edition, is a com- 
plete style guide for the coming 
season. Be sure to get the copy 
reserved for you. If you cannot 
obtain it atthe Hous or Youth 
Shop in your town, write us direct. 


“PATRICIA” 
The slim elegance of this youth- 
ful coat of brown Vallenza is 
given additional interest by the 


BRARPER’S BAZAR 





**SYUMPHON Ie’ 
it features the subtlest of color 
harmonies, this charming hostess 
gown, whose gracefully draped 





circular flounce treatment start- 
ing at the knee, by the collar 
and sleeve trimming of fitch, and 
by facing the wide flare of the 
sleeves with tan duvetyn, 












Patricia 





skirt is of brown faille silk, an 
ideal contrast to the blouse of 
taupe and green chiffon Broche. 
Note the manner in which this 
fabric is carried down the side of 
the skirtina clever cascade effect. 


Symphonie 


Prepare for Autumn with Styles 
that Enhance Your (harm 


Ag] PY LE alone does not suffice the young woman of 


af * c 
ht « i ° ° ° 
CDs keeping in step with the newest modes. But she 


4 






) today. True, she appreciates the importance of 
demands, in addition, a note of vivid, colorful 
individuality —a chord that vibrates in tune with her own 
personality, and makes her stand out above the crowd as a 
figure to be pleasantly remembered. 


The young woman who has been negative and suppressed, 
under the spell of well-chosen clothes takes on a 


correct gown, the well-designed wrap, she possesses again 
the subtle allure of twenty. 


Hovse or Youtu modes for Fall and Winter confer not 
only the lines of youth, but the very spirit of youth upon 
the wearer. They are the creations of designers who have 
studied the slender silhouette, and have mastered the art of 
producing costumes that enhance its charm. Dresses, Suits 
and Wraps bearing the House or Youu label, mute assur- 

ance of smartness and quality, will be found in 





sparkling gaycty infinitely charming. 


The woman of thirty or more, who has retained 








the best shop in your locality. 


If you have any difficulty locating therm, please 





write us. 





her slim figure, finds that given the right suit, the 


THE HOUSE OF YOUTH, 38 Easr 29TH Street, New York, 3 Avenue de L’ Opera, Paris 
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W HEN 


MAY WALK 


| aon gazed with almost awed admiration at Lola. 


a 


“When Tom told me you were coming with us on this 
trip.” he blurted out, “I expected to meet one of those 
‘outdoor’ girls with a freckled nose and a khaki suit and 
sneakers.” 

Lola laughed good-naturedly: “Well,” she said, “it 
takes a lot of traveling to teach one how to feel well 
dressed on a suitcase tour. LT’ve studied just what 
smart things | can take and still be comfortable. | 
always had a Jot of trouble with shoes, though, until last 
year.” 

Jack’s eyes dropped to the smart grey buckskins. 
“They're certainly a far cry from what I’d expected,” he 


Ped-e-mode ea udded to grace 
of line in this pump of jine, kid 
trimmed suede in the new fall 


cer ni He demode 


Shoes for Women 


Write us for style book—iio charge 








SLENDER, 


ay JULIUS GROSSMAN, INC. 
a BROOKLYN. NW. ¥. 





DAINTY FEET 
F OR MILE §& 


grinned, “but they look almost too smart for all the 
tramping we’re doing. Are they really comfortable?” 


“Comfortable? They’re more than that.” Lola was 
emphatic. “Before Marion told me of Ped-e-modes, I 
was havinga ghastly time. I simply can’t endure clumsy 
looking shoes and yet I couldn't seem to find good looking 
ones which were comfortable. You see, Ped-e-modes 
are entirely different from cther fashionable shoes 
—they exercise your feet. 1 guess I’ve been responsible 
for all the girls at home wearing Ped-e-modes and some 
of them have corrected quite serious foot troubles with 
them. I'd better stop—here’s Tom and he says I talk 
like a shoe salesman!” 


The novel design at the instep 
‘ends distinction to this one-strap 
pump of suede, kid trimmed, 





Ped-e-modes are shown exclusiwely in the shops listed below: 


E. Foster & Co. Higbee C irnst Kern Co. F. E. Foster & Co. Caspari & Virmond Co. Nicollet Booterie, Inc. Winkelman Joseph Horne Co 
Chicago, JUL Cleveland, O. Detroit, Mich. Kansas City, Mo. Milwaukee, Wis. Minneapolis, Minn. Philadelphia, Pa. Pittsburgh, Pa. 
Batnberger & Co. Jacobs Bros. Louis Livingston Thomas Kilpatrick Co. Knight Shoe Co. Seymour Sycle City of Paris Dry Goods Co. 

Newark, N. J. New Orleans, La. New York City Omaha, Neb. Portland, Ore. Richmond, Va. San Francisco, Cal. 


Phelps Shoe Stor S. C. Lauber Kerr Dry Goods Co. Robert I. Cohen, Inc. Castner-Knott Dry Goods Co. 


Shreveport. La. Toledo, Ohio Oklahoma City, Okla. Galveston, Texas Nashville, Tenn. 
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“Good Clothes Open All Doors” 


And certainly Golflex clothes are good! 
In fact, there’s a special excellence in 
Golflex fabrics — hand-loomed in the 
famous weaving centers of the British 
Isles; a painstaking perfection in Golflex 
tailoring—that will delight you if you 
are particular about well-fitted shoulders, 
carefully stitched seams, beautifully made 
button-holes, specially selected linings. 







Very handsome Coat of Dakka, pure camel's hair cl th, its gen- 
erous collar being of the finest tawny red fox, Via ued fel 
appliqué trims it and points out the one convenient pocket, 





Hu skin Oy Add ser , Ine. °° 
00 Sewenth Ave, 
: ~~ York City 
7 Conduit St., London 
6 Cite’ Paradis, Paris 





GOLFLEX 





‘Details!’ you may exclaim. Yes, indeed, 
chiefly details— but they will make your 
Golflex Suit, Wrap, or Frock extremely 
difficult todistinguish from that produced 
by the most costly custom tailor! The 
best shopsin great metropolitan cities as 
well as in smaller towns have Golflex 
clothes to sell you—if only you will insist 
upon them—by the name—“Golflex.” 


Thatageaphet above: 


English ed of beaut iful texture makes the Suit—outlined on 


high-buttoning collar, on sleeves and pockets with bands of beauti- 
ful far. Raslens buttons achieve the simple jacket closing. 


Wilkin @ Adier, Ltd., 
77 Joan William Street 
Huddersfield, Eng. 

3 Karl Schweighofergasse 


Vienne, Austria 
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Few new ideas have ever scored such quick and sound success 
as Kotex. 

Women everywhere approve of this wonderful sanitary pad. Only 
three years after its introduction, Kotex is today an important part 
of the American woman’s toilette. 





Kotex forms a new habit from the very first box. It solves a 
laundry problem. It meets the most exacting needs. It is easy to 
dispose of and cheap enough to throw away by following simple 
directions found in each box. It is comfortable, convenient and . 

, Regular Size, 12 for 65c 


instantly available. 
instantly availa Hospital Size, 6 for 45c 


Kotex is made from fine gauze and Cellucotton, which is said by Ce ia 
> ; i (Additional thickness) 
scientists to be the most perfect absorbent material—much more 
absorbent than ordinary cotton. Kotex is far superior to old Kotex cabinets are 
fashioned makeshifts. now being distributed 
. o in women's Trest-rooms 
The first box of Kotex brings a new convenience, a new comfort, everywhere—hotels, 
a new economy. office buildings, restau- 
: rants,theatresandother 
Sold everywhere in good stores that serve women. One need only places — from which 
say Kotex— may be obtained me 
Kotex with two safety 
Ask for them by name pins, in plain wrapper 


tor 10 cents. 


Copyright 1923, Cellucotton Products Company, 166 W. Jackson Boulevard, Chicago; 51 Chambers Street, New York City; 
Factories at Neenah, Wisconsin. Canadian Office, No. 45 St. Alexander Street, Montreal 








INEXPENSIVE, COMFORTABLE, HYGIENIC and. SAFE — KOTEX 














Forty Silk Hosiery Shades |] 





ee 


to Match Fall Costumes 


The maddening problem of downtown 
auto parking—the fatiguing walks from 
shop to shop—the irritating delays 
time slipping by—and only half of your 
shopping list checked off—all in a 
despairing effort to find silk hosiery that 
will match your shoes and costumes. 
This Fall it will be different for every 
woman who avails herself of the op- 
portunity. Now, sitting calmly in her 
own home, she may accurately select 


those subtle tones of silk hosiery 
which will best harmonize with her 
wardrobe. 


Forty advance colors to select from 
—no whim of Fashion that is not 
favored. The Real Silk Representative 
assigned to your neighborhood calls at 
your home with samples. He takes your 
order and your hosiery is mailed to you 
by Parcel Post, c. 0. d., direct from the 
U. S. Post Office Branch in our mills. 


Direct from Our Mills at Mill Prices 





HARPER’S BAZAR G® 


é@ 





Box of Six Pairs $8.00 4 
Box of Four Pairs $5.50 a 
tops are made of special process lisle 
to insure longer wear ol 
\ > = f bs P — rr 
Tue Rear Sirk Hosrery Mitts ~- Indianapolis, Indiana CInkle Al 
Pioneers of Corporate Distribution 


~— 





opyright 192 = 
REAL SILK ties 
HOSIERY MILLS ee . The Gold Button Identifies the Real Silk Representatives ——— 
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| The SHOES that MAKE 
the COSTUME COMPLETE 


“Art is the making of beautiful things useful, 
and useful things beautiful”—John Ruskin 





0A portfolio of six pages 
showing the shoes that 
harmonize with the new 
silhouettes for Autumn— 


for morning for informal afternoons 
for sportswear for formal afternoons 
for evening 


The fashion editors of Harper’s Bazar have selected these shoes 
and their appropriateness for the types of costumes 
shown from the fall presentation of 


Laird, Schober and Company 
Philadelphia » “Art in Footwear” 


Brown and Colored Kid by 


Amalgamated Leather Co. New Castle Leather Co 
Wilmington, Del New York City 
Velvetta Suede by Weilda Suede by 

Hunt Rankin Leather Co A. C. Lawrence Leather Co. 

Boston, Mass. Boston, Mass. 
Tan and Black Calf Leathers by Fabrics by 
Carl E Schmidt & Co. John E. Donallan & Co. 
Detroit, Mich. Boston, Mass. 





All Shoes Shown Have Solid Leather Soles 

















16c 
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The COSTUME for MORNING and its SHOES 





1 pattern; Gray Velvetta suede, patent Pemberton pattern; tan calf with suede panel; medium 
rimmed. medium milicare heel 
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The idea that dominates fashion to- 
day is the Costume Complete—and 
in achieving its desired effect noth- 
ing 1s more important than the 


selection of the shoc 





toe, military heel. 


HE SMART WOMAN who so jauntily steps forth 

for her morning stroll, with her Parisian hat with its 

new high crown, should select one of the types of shoes 

shown on this page. For it is indeed a day when the 

accessory makes the costume and a selection from these 

shoes, of gray or brown suede, of gun metal or tan or 

Russia calf, chosen to harmonize with the costume, will 

give that final touch of elegance which really distinguishes 
the attire of those women who dress supremely well. 





All Shoes Shown Have Solid 
Leather Soles and Heels. A 
Solid Leather Sole best retains 


the shape of the shoe. 


An old saying and a true one— 
“The well-shod woman is the 
s well-dressed woman.” 








Madelon pattern; Weilda brown suede, punched and 
inlaid, Cuban heel. 


All shoes by Laird, Schober and Company of Philadelphia. Leathers by Amalgamated Leather Company; Hunt 
Rankin Leather Company; A. C. Lawrence Leather Company; New Castle Leather Company and Carl E. 
Schmidt & Co. Fabrics by John E. Donallan & Co. 
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What woman does not play the game 
better if she is sure she is dressed abso 
lutely right—and the sports shoe is such 
a prominent part of the sports costume! 





suede; Russia calf trimmed; medium toe, military heel. 


VERY SEASON the sports costume becomes more 
decorative. The picturesque ensemble shown above 
was seen at the Westchester-Biltmore Country Club; and 
for its exquisite complement nothing could be better than 
the combination walking and golf Oxford pictured in 
the lower right-hand corner of this page. And for other 
sports costumes these other sports shoes will add the last 
necessary word of chic. In them will be found that combi 
nation of smartness and comfort so essential for the purpose. 


Except for the golf shoe, all 
shoes shown have solid leather 
soles. Such a sole best holds 
the shape of a shoe and really 
gives a shoe an infinitely better 
appearance and finish. 





Gepro pattern; medium gray Weilda suede, black 
calf trimmed, medium toe, military heel. dark tan calf trimmed, medium toe, 
sport sole 


All shoes by Laird, Schober and Company of Philadelphia. Leathers by Amalgamated Leather Company; 
Hunt Rankin Leather Company; A. C. Lawrence Leather Company; New Castle Leather Company and Carl E. 
Schmidt & Co. Fabrics by John E. Donallan & Co. 


Gothic saddle pattern Oxford; banded Velvetta fawn Ladik pattern; Weilda brown suede, 














brown kid 


trimmed, medium toe, wood heel. 


spring 





Golf saddle pattern Oxford, beige Velvetta suede 


heel, 
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Lywood pattem. Bench made, fawn Velvetta suede, 
l 


Tan Russia calf trimmed, Junior LXV heel. 


Into this dress scheme of today’s fashion 








INFORMAL AFTERNOON COSTUMES 
DEMAND THESE SHOES 


“The wellshod woman is the well-dressed 
woman”——-how often it has been said. 
But never before have shoes and other ac- 
cessories played such an important part in 
achieving a subtle perfection in dress. 
Gloves, stockings and shoes that match and 
the same color scheme emphasized with 
such touches as the color of the earrings or 
necklace worn— it is a fashion cult that the 


very smartest women have started. 





the shoes of Laird, Schober and Comy Boa Oxford pattern. Black Weilda suede, patent 


pany fit exactly, charmingly. Their 
appeal is essentially to those women 
of discrimination who select their cos 
tume and its every accessory with the 
most adroit skill. “Art in Footwear” 
is indeed a creed which every shoe 
made by Laird, Schober and Company 
justifies. The shoes shown on this 
page were selected to complete the 
informal afternoon costume. 


All shoes by Laird, Schober and Company of Philadelphia. 
Hunt Rankin Leather Company; A. C. Lawrence Leather Company; New Castle Leather Company and Carl \ 


Schmidt & Co. 


trimmed, wood heel. 
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All Shoes Shown 
Have 

Solid Leather Soles 

for that means the 

Shoe will retain its 


shape 


Fabrics by John E. Donallan & Co. 








Velvetta taupe suede, bench made, 
colored kid strap and banded, full LXV heel. 


Leathers by Amalgamated Leather Company; 
E. 
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—and for the MORE FORMAL 
SORT of AFTERNOON — 







The costume in which one attends a formal 






luncheon or tea or bridge is one which the 






well-dressed woman selects with the utmost 






care. After all, is there any other time 











when one’s clothes come under such close 


Serapi pattem; Weilda brown suede, trimmed 
with contrasting colored kid, bench made, Junior 
CV heel. 


scrutiny as in a gathering made up exclu- 
sively of women? In the illustration, the 
woman has added to the charm of her Paris 
afternoon dress by selecting Laird, Schober 


and Company’s black satin shoes with black 





suede straps and bands. 


Ladore pattern; black satin. bench made, medium 
toe, black Velvetta strapped and banded; full 
LXV 


eel. 


In fact, all the Laird, Schober and 
Company shoes shown on this page were 
chosen to give you a selection appro 
priate for formal afternoon wear. Black 








Shirvan pattern; tan Velvetta, blending tan kid and woody shades form the smartest 


trimmed; bench made, full LXV_ heel. 














daytime color combinations just now and 
Laird, Schober and Company offer ex- 


All Shoes Shown quisite shoes either in black or a variety 


Are Bench Made 


al iM Sed of woody shades that will enable you 
Leather Soles to achieve exactly the color scheme 
Repos pattern; goring effect, Weilda brown suede, 
brown Kid trimmed, bench made, full LXV heel. desired 











All shoes by Laird, Schober and Company of Philadelphia. Leathers by Amalgamated Leather Company; Hunt 
Rankin Leather Company; A. C. Lawrence Leather Company; New Castle Leather Company and Carl E. 
Schmidt & Co. Fabrics by John E. Donallan & Co. 
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Caprice pattern; French silver bullion brocade, bench 
po A song te or gold ‘kid trimmed and buckle, 
full LXV heel. 


ILVER, so suggestive of night and moonlight and the glitter of stars, 
seems to have taken possession of the mode for evening. Silver 
and. gold dresses, silver and gold wraps and shoes of bright silver and 
such shoes as are shown on this page —are what 
fashion herselt has selected for formal evening wear this fall and 
winter There is, for instance, that Laird, Schober and Company shoe 
shown in the lower right-hand corner fashioned of a black brocade 
How charming for evening! But 
All these patterns also in plain satin. 


gold brocade 


on which silver stars twinkle. 
each shoe shown is exquisite. 








Sung pattern; French silver or gold bullion brocade, 
bench made, silver or gold kid trimmed, full LXV heel. 


All shoes by Laird, Schober and Company of Philadelphia. 
Hunt Rankin Leather Company; A. 





The romance of evening and of starry skies 
and soft music—surely, this is when lovely 
woman is her loveliest . . . . and when the 
slim foot, gracefully shod, should appear 
at its best. 


All shoes shown are bench made and have 
solid leather soles—an important point. 
For it is a guarantee that such a sole 
best holds the shape of the shoe; the 
finish is finer; the appearance neater. 


The styles shown in this portfolio are 
featured by high grade shops and de- 
partment stores throughout the country. 




















Leathers by Amalgamated Leather Company; 
C. Lawrence Leather Company; New Castle Leather Company and Carl E. 
Schmidt & Co. Fabrics by John E. Donallan & Co. 








Sandal pattern; French silver or gold bullion brocade, 
bench made, silver or gold kid panel and bands, 
full LXV heel. 











Sehna pattern; French brocade, silver kid trimmed, 
full LXV heel. 
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Silk of superlative q 
The designs are ex 


A 16page booklet shor 
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ALL THE STYLE YOU WANT IN 
HART SCHAFFNER & MARX COATS 
FOR WOMEN 


That's saying a great deal; women demand a great deal They'll find it 
all in these coats; style in the design; style in the smart rich fabrics; style 
in the careful tailoring and exquisite linings; style in the selection of fine furs 


Send for a copy of the women’s style book; it shows the new wraps, 
Sport coats; motor coats, dress coats, riding habits, outing coats, etc 


HART SCHAFFNER & MARX 


New York Chicago 















































































































































New York—Girls 








MRS. MERRILLS SCHOOL. Joy GIRLS 


Airplane View of Oaksmere Estate 


FALL TERM BEGINS OCTOBER 8th 


Under the personal supervision of Mrs. Merrill 





An Estate of 52 acres at Orienta Point on the Sound. Half-mile water front. Seven buildings, athletic oval, etc. 


College Preparatorv, General and Elective Courses. 


Inclusive Rate $2400—no extras. 
MRS. MERRILL’S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 


Orienta Point Box B Mamaroneck, N. Y. 





oodiitied 
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For catalog, address Mrs. Merrill. 
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BRIARCLIFF 


Mrs. Dows School for Girls 
Mrs. EDITH COOPER HARTMAN, 4.5, Principal 


BRIARCLIFF MANOR ~~~ NEW YORK N THIS ISSUE, and in every issue of Harper’s 














General Academic and College Pre- Bazar throughout the year, there are schools to 
paratory Courses. Music and Art . ivabl : N , 
with Naw. Yad alvantense meet every conceivable requirement. No matter 
Music Department: what you desire in the way of a school, you will 
Mr. Ossip Gabrilowitsch, . ° om ° e . 
Artistic Adviser find it classified in this directory. For example: 
Mrs. Florence M. S. Gilbert, Director 
Art Department: COLLEGE ? .P: ATC 4 
Mr. George W. Bellows, N. A., " L LEGE . PRE I AR A roRy 
Director JUNIOR COLLEGES 
Junior School CHILDREN’S SCHOOLS 
Post-Graduate Department TUTORING SCHOOLS 
“ es os a FOREIGN SCHOOLS 
The Ff ; SECRETARIAL 
n2OX SCROO LANDSCAPE ARCHITECTURE 
For Girls. College Preparatory, advanced academic NURS ING 
course with diploma, music, art, home economics ° aa) a al 
Horseback riding. Wintersports. Lower school for D R A M A T I > A R 4 A N D D A N ( I N G 
girls 10 to 12 years old. MRks. RUssELL HOUGHTON, 
Box B, Cooperstown, New York COMMERCIAL A RT 





— SCHOOLS FOR BACKWARD CHILDREN 
Ossining School for Girls 


We offer with diploma, Academic, College Prepara- . . ? 

tory. prt Agen Reng al phd all Study these pages closely and write for detailed 
aking Courses. Separate school for young girls ° p . : 

In beautiful Westchester. 30 miles from New York information to those schools whose announcements 

~~? s e ° a) a 

Cpleing-qn-Rateen, Now York | interest you. The mere fact that you find a school 





listed in Harper’s Bazar is assurance of its reliability. 
oes Che Castle 


Miss Mason's School 
for Girls 





























Box 942, Tarrytown-on-Hudson. New York 
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Write for Catalogue to The Reverend Mother. 
Tarrytown-on-Hudson New York 





URSULINE ACADEMY 

A convent school, two hours from New York 
City. Elementary, Intermediate, College pre- 
paratory. Courses in Music, Modern Languages, 
Secretaryship, with diploma. Horseback riding, 
all athletics. Summer Camp Assawaghkemeck 
July 2nd to Sept. Ist. Address URSULINE SIs- 
TERS, Box B, Middletown, N. Y 





“OUR LADY OF THE STAR” 
Boarding School for Girls 
under the ag 3 Dominican Sisters, SAP.A- 
TOGA SPRINGS Y. The scholastic year is 
divided in two RRS the first begins the 21st 
of September, the second begins the 2d of February. 
Students are received at any time during the year. 





PUTNAM HALL Ys" frezeretor 


Prepares for all colleges. All out-of-door sports. 

Campus of over four acres. A country school in 

city limits. Sleeping porches. Address 

ELLEN CLIZBE BARTLETT, A.B., Fvinstoel. 
Box 803, Poughkeepsie, N. Y 
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house, 
sights 
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a 
EDGERTON HALL L) 
MERRILTON HOUSE 
I te 
GRADUATE HOUSE Prep 
a versi 
SERVICE HOUSE Lang 
PRACTICE HOUSE acte 
INFIRMARY |_D 
GYMNASIUM and a 
SWIMMING POOL 
Boys 1 
ATHLETIC OVAL Prepar 
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HARRY 
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Banca 
Harper 
Laus, 
Boardir 
ra Langua 
ANDREBROOK Sports 
A School for a small group of girls in the historic Fee for 
Hudson Valley. Delightful country home with all 
New York City advantages. Write for illustrated eee 
circular. Address ee 
Miss LILLIAN CLARK WEAVER, 
anduteecth, Tarrytown-on-Hudson, New York. ; 
(0 ance 
HIGHLAND MANOR 
A non-sectarian country boarding school for girls. | e 
45 minutes from New York. Primary, Intermedi- 
ate, College Preparatory, Postgraduate. Thorough 3 
music courses, all branches. For girl s 
EUGENE H. LEHMAN to 
Tarrytown-on-Hudson, N. Y. Box B. FRENCH 
MARYMOUNT Br: 
SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 344-346 | 
COLLEGE FOR WOMEN A delig! 
Chartered by the Regents of the University of the college c 
State of New York with power tc confer degrees. chapero 


Reservat! 
1923-192 
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Progressive Schools in New York Advertise in Harper’s Bazar 











Foreign 





New York—Girls 





New York—Girls 











American Travel School 


Seven months of unrivaled opportunities for 
study, health and pleasure while visiting Cities 
rich in historical and national interests. Pre- 
eminently the school for the modern girl— 
conducted on lines that insure exclusive pat- 
ronage and maximum results. few vacan- 
cies for 1923-24. Address 

MISS M. A. ZURHORST 
North and Paine Ave., New Rochelle, N. Y. 











[EUROPEAN Art, History, Language, Music 
TRAVEL in cultura! centers of Europe. 
WIT Em Fs y= mes 

an ay. (Roundthe Worlc > 

TUTORS Miss ELizaBeTH PERSONS, B.A. 
(Wells) M.A. (Johns Hopkins), Annapolis, 


Maryland. Fifth season. 











MISS MACLEAN’S 
Paris School for American Girls 


51 Avenue Marceau Paris, France 
Eighth year. Number of pupils limited to 
eight. 6 months’ residence and study in 
Paris. 2 months’ travel. For catalog address: 

Miss C. KELLOGG 
20 East 55th Street New York City 














MADAME REY’S HOME SCHOOL 
28 Rue La Fontaine Auteuil-Paris (France) 
Tel. Auteuil 43.36 
Opportunity for American giris to pursue studies 
in a real French school with all the advantages of 
Parisian home life. Travel can be arranged at 

stationary fee. Noextras._ Refer: 
Mile. Rey, Farmers’ Trust Co.,475-5th Ave.,N.Y.C. 


CHATEAU DE GROSLAY (S.-0.) 


near Paris. A _high-class_ finishing school for 
French and Foreign girls. Magnificent residence. 
Large park, 20 minutes from gare du Nord by 
train, 30 by car. Its Paris Branch, 


RIBERA 


37 Rue Ribéra (XVle). Comfortable private 

house, garden. Thorough French studies. Art, 

sightseeing, travelling. Write for prospectus to 
Madame Benasson-Marignac, 

37 Rue Ribéra Paris, France 


LYCEE JACCARD sovs 


Lausanne (Switzerland) 
Preparation for American College and Uni- 
versity Examinations. usiness Course. 
Languages. Summer Course. Best equipped 
school in the country. Organized Athletics. 

te 


Donald aol Secretary 























Arlo School Rome 

Boys 12 and over. Travel combined with study. 
Preparation for college or business. Pe gpa at- 
tention to individual needs of students. J 
HARRY, Ph.D. (Johns Hopkins), Head Master. 
W. J. Peto, A.M. (Harvard), Director. 

Banea Commerciale Italiana, Rome, Its aly, or 
Harper's Bazar School Dept., New York Cc ity. 





Lausanne(Switzerland) Languedoc 


Boarding School for girls, established in 1901. 
Languages, especially French. Fine Arts, Sciences. 
Sports all year. 

Miss E. PELLATON 


Fee for three months, $120. 








Chaperonage Homes 











Teasdale Residence 


326 West Sth Street at aay ta Drive 
Telephone: Schuyler 772. 
For girl students and young women Bin , to New York 
© pursue courses of study or for a social season. 
FRENC CHAPERONAGE TUTORING 
WEEK-END CHAPERONAGE BOOKLET 


Mrs. Boswell’s Residence 


344-346 W. 84th St., at Riverside Drive, New York 
A delightful home for girls attending any school, 
college or studio for long or short periods. Elective 
chapero Seventh Year. Catalogue. 

Tel Schuster 3106. Open all year. 








Attractibe $ew Work Home 
FOR A FEW GIRL STUDENTS 


Write for information to Miss M. C. Belden 
391 West End Ave., New York aed 


Near Riverside Drive 


Telephone Endicott 0016 Chaperonage 


















Central Park. 


Outdoor sports. 





The Advantages 


Country Combined 


The SEMPLE SCHOOL 


Girls’ Day and Boarding School 


HE School buildings are opposite 
New York’s most picturesque spot— 


T is the aim of the school to broaden 
the intelligence, inculcate social graces 
and insure the happiness of each student. 


College preparatory, Post graduate. 
Special and Finishing courses. 
rial, Domestic Science, Languages, Art, 
Music, Dramatic Art. 
Designing and Interior Decoration. 


Mrs. T. Darrington Semple 
Box B, 241-242 Central Park West, New York City 












of City and 






Secreta- 


Costume 




















345 West End Avenue, New 
Thorough preparation for college. 
every grade. 
essential in physica! training. 
important feature in the sc hool administration 


or 


MISS MARY SCHOONMAKER’S 
aon 


Elementary, Academic and Special Courses. 
Registration of pupils and number in class limited. | 
Thorough supervision of the work by the Principal constitutes an 


Membership in the University of the State of New York 


Between 76th and 77th Streets 
Oral French in 
Correct posture of pupils an 























THE BROWNSON SCHOOL 


Private School for Catholic Girls 
esident and y Pupils 

French the language of the house 
Mrs. Atwoop VIOLETT 


22-24 East o1st Street New York 





The Commonwealth School 


Of Home Making and C aad 
Regular and part time courses 


Box B, 136 E. 55th St., ia York City 


Subjects. 











MRS. SMITH & MISS GRAY’S 
CHOOL FOR GIRLS 
aaa courses or collegiate work. Music, 
Art, Languages, French conversation, English 
Literature, the Drama. Small group, ages 16 to 
21; careful supervision. Residence school at 
The Wyoming Apartments. 
For catalog addre: ss Mrs. Smith & Miss Gray, 
“The W young,” 55th Street and 7th Avenue, 
New York Ci 




















New York Schools 
of Music and Arts 
150 Riverside Drive 


All Branches of Music 
and the Arts taught 


DORMITORIES IN BUILDING 














CUDDER SCHOOL— Music 


Voice, piano, organ, violin, cello, flute, harp, 
ete. 16 oe instructors. ae ademic 
subjects, Fre Spanish, Ask for 
catalog.) Dormitories. Ww INF TELD ABELL, 
Director, 244 W. 72d Street, New York City 





GARDNER SCHOOL 


Y combining the most progres- 
sive methods of education, the 
cultural advantages of New York, 
and the popular forms 
of out-door recreation, 
the Gardner School 
provides an ideal basis 
of education. The 
School Home—just off 
Fifth Avenue—is dis- 
tinctive for its beauty 
and simplicity. 
Courses for all ages. 
Sixty-seventh year. 
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The SCOVILLE 
SCHOOL 


1006 FIFTH AVENUE 
NEW YORK CITY 


Opp. Art Museum 
and Central Park 


Boarding and Day School 
for Girls 


Full preparatory and advanced studies. 
College preparation. Art, Music, 
Interior Decoration, Dramatic Art, 
Languages and Practical courses. Indi- 
vidual care and supervision. For 
catalogue address 

Miss Rosa B. CuisMan, Principal. 



















FRANCAISE 


A French School where 
American girls, without 
crossing the ocean, can 
tind a real Parisian home 
with a complete educa- 
tion. Classes conduct- 
ed in French. Also 
courses in English, 
Italian, a 
Music, t, 
Goasiaa. ete. 










Overlooking 
Central Park 








THE VELTIN SCHOOL 


A Day School for Girls. 

College Preparatory and General Courses. 
Conveniently reached from all parts of the dity. 
Outdoor playground. 

160-162 West 74th Street, New York. 


THE FINCH SCHOOL 


61 East 77th Street New York City 


A Boarding and oad School for Girls, emphasizing 
post-graduate w« 








Institute of Musical Art 


Endowed. All branches of music. Important 
addition to Piano Faculty, CARL FRIEDBERG. 
Catalog. 


FRANK DAMRoscH, Director. 
120 Claremont Ave., Cor. 122nd St., New York 








Tutoring 











FRENCH HOME SCHOOL 


Planned exclusively for girls pursuing special 
studies in New York. Exceptional opportuni- 
ties for French. 
MISS MACINTYRE or MLLE. ee 
320 West 107th St., New York Cit 
Riverside Drive 








Mrs. Zachary Ford Lillard 
6 West 87th Street, New York. 
Residence for young woman students 


Reservations now being aie for Winter Season 
1923-1924. Chaperonage. Circular on request. 





PRIVATE TUTOR 


College Preparatory and Business’ English. 
Advanced Courses in English and History. 
Instruction in classes or individually at student's or 
tutor’s residence. Miss M. C. CoLuins, A. M. 
RADCLIFFE, ©; Harper's Bazar School Department, 
119 West 40th Street, New York. 


. . ’ 
Miss M. Hourigan’s School 
Degrees from Royal Conservatories of 
Brussels and London 
Music, French, ease: Opportunities for special 
study. haperonage Supervision 
Tel. Rhinelander o. 


6 East 76th St., ew York City 








Teachers’ Agencies 











PRIVATE TUTOR 


Elementary and College Preparatory _Branches— 
Modern and Classical a a Endorsed by 
leading schools of the city. Mrs. H. D. 
62 West 84th St., New York C ity. Schuyler 3822 





THE FISK TEACHERS’ AGENCY 


ffers unparalleled service. Nearly every 
pee nae school in America has employed 
teachers ‘on our recommendation. 


C. S. CROSMAN, 225 FIFTH AVE., N. Y. 





School Information 
Select your School from a recommended list. 
The best are here. If you desire additional 
information, write Harper's Bazar School De- 
partment, 119 West 4oth Street, New York. 


The Greer School 


Three Branches 

Country N. Y. City 
College Preparation, education| 
Send for illustrated catalog | 
Huntington Long Island| 








Foreign 
general 














Social Motive School 


College Preparatory or special High 
School courses for girls. Kinder 
garten and clementary 

and _ boys. Small els 
emphasis on personal attention. 


MISS BENTLEY, Prin., 526 W.114th St., N.Y. City 
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This Department Is Maintained For You. 


Please Use Our Service 
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New York, Long Island, Garden City 


Cathedral School of Saint Mary 


SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
preparatory and general courses 
Art and Domestic Science 

Miss Mirtam A. BYTEL, 


College Music, 


Box B Principal 


DONGAN HALL 


4 Country School for Girls Fifteen miles fr 








Fifth Avenue Gene ses, Art, Music, ¢ olle7 e 

Preparation, Outdoor Sport and Riding 

Ema Barner Tt RNBAC k, A.B., Principal, Dongan 
Hills, “taten Island, N. ¥ 





HEWLETT SCHOOL 


White's Lane, Cedarhurst, L. I., N.Y. 
Twenty miles from New York City Day and 
boarding school for girls. Primary through college 
preparatory Country life with outdoor sports 





KEUKA COLLEGE, Keuka Park, N. Y. 


A college for women Courses in Music, Home 


Economics, Secretarial Science, Education, and 
Christian Leadership. Twelve departments, with 
courses leading to B.S. and B.A. degrees. $500 per 
year 1923 On 


Fall term opens September 19, 
A. I 


Lake Keuka NORTON, President 





DREW SEMINARY 
Carmel School for Girls on beautiful Lake 
Gleneida. 49 miles*from New York. 600 feet ele 
vation High scholastic standing. Small classes 
General and special courses Separate building for 
Junior School.) Athletics. 58th year. Moderate 
charges. For catalog address 

Dr. CLARENCE P. McCLELLAND, President 

30x 502, Carmel, Y 


The 











7 buildings. 


DUMONT HIGH SCHOOL 


SCUDDER SCHOOL OF MUSIC 
16 Master-artist instructors 


SCHOOL OF SOCIAL WELFARE 
AND COMMUNITY SERVICE 


back to her home equipped for effective 


Write to Miss H. 





ee ne 


New York— -Gi rls 


Near Riverside Drive and the Hudson River. 
life under the supervision of accomplished social directors. 


Unique combination of cultural and practical courses for older girls 


Advanced courses of special interest to high school and college graduates 


SCHOOL OF SECRETARIAL AND EXECU Widely known for the success 

TIVE TRAINING of its graduates in responsible 
positions. 

SCHOOL OF HOUSEHOLD ARTS 1-yr. course in homemaking 


‘*Having taken this course the student goes 


leadership in church, club, and community.” 
Social and aesthetic advantages of New York City 

Horseback riding, swimming, gymnasium, outdoor sports 

B. Scudder, Registrar.......... 244 W. 72 


gre unc irnnerae 


SCUDDERN 


‘*‘A MODERN SCHOOL FOR THE MODERN GIRL” 


200 students. Dormitory 


College preparatory and_fin- 
ishing courses. Regents. 


Voice, and all musical instru- 
ments. 


with diploma. 

A course of exceptional impor- 
tance. Classroom instruction, 
and actual field work under 
supervision, in clubs. settle- 
ments, recreation centers, etc. 


2d -St., N. Y. City 
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New 




















SAINT JOHN'S SCHOOL, MANLIUS 


College Preparatory 






Among the hills 
Syracuse. Elaborate equipment 
\ happy school life, with well- 
ordered recreation and athletics 
Essentially a college preparatory 
school. Graduates now attending 
51 colleges. Military feature se- 
cures precision and promptitude 
Business course. Also Junior School 
for boys 10to14 35 years under 
present management Catalog 
Address 


General William Verbeck 
President 
Box 129, Manlius, 
N. ¥ 


11 miles from 











fifty boys, S to 16. Beauti- 
Kyle School {; ful ies ation. 22 miles from New 
Yori isrd year First prize winner competitive 
military drill, 71st armory, N.Y Fine athletic field 

outdoor gym. © Your school looks so homelike 
visitor's expression. Summer C a in the Catskills 
Dr. Pac. KY1 

Irvington-on tee. 


CASCADILLA 


Preparatory School for Boys Individual 

ition. Small classes Athletics Well-known 
school crew Enrollment 100. Write for catalogs 
Box 150, Ithaca, N. Y¥ 


New York 








THE CASCADILLA SCHOOLS, 





NeW YorK Hudson 

a) ‘> from 
Irving School for Boys 20 Yon in 
the beautiful, historic “ Irving” country. S7th year 
32 ye under present Headmaster Extensive 
grounds Modern and complete equipment. Pre 
goose for all colleges,and technical schools. Athletic 
eld. Swimming Pool. Gymnasium. Rev. J. M 
FuRMAN, L.H.D., Headmaster, Box 913 


Tarrytown-on 


urs 





THE STONE SCHOOL 


On Storm King Mountain. 50 Miles from New York 


4 vrogressive College Preparatory =chool Attrac 
tive Outdoor Life Catal ind hook f rier on 
a Alvan E. Duerr, Headmaster 


Cornwall-on-Hudson, N 





WOODLAND SCHOOL 


Boys 8S to 18 In Catskills, 1500 ft. elevation 
Ideal for developing strong, manly boys, preparing 
for college or life Skiing, snow-shoeing, skating. 
Athletics Modern buildings 315 acres 
Erwin S. Spink, A.B., Headmaster, Phoenicia, N.Y. 


Clason Military Academy 
A Catholic High School and United States 
Government R. O. T. C. Unit and Members 


of The Association of Military Schools and 
Colleges of the United States. Conducted 
by the Brothers of the Christian Schools. 


Meets the requirements of the Regents of the 


University of the State of New York. While 
classed as an essential Military School, the 
scholastic work always takes precedence. 


Military and Athletic preferences are depen- 
dent on Academic standing 

Spacious grounds, delightfully 
Long Island Sound. 


Rev. Brother A. Jerome, Director 


Clason Military Academy, Bronx, New York City 
Telephone, Westchester 307( 


situated on 














Square House at Saint James 
St. James, Long Island 
New York North Shore 


50 miles from sound 





100 acres field and woodland All year normal, 
happy. outdoor life for boys under 17 Expert 
individual teaching ehueien for Christian 
Manliness. J. A. SNELLGROVE, Director. 
BERKELEY - IRVING 35x! S0%5 

FOR BOYS 


‘*From Primary to College’’ 

44th Year begins Sept. 27th Small classes 
Thorough instruction Prepares for college or for 
business Swimming pool; gymnasium building: 
roof - eregae all on premises. Outing classes 
L. D. RAY, Ph. D., Hdm., 311 West 83rd St., N.Y.C 


" mo 


‘New 


urn oar. sacrm ven 





ee 
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THE 


Wylie School of Individual Instruction 
A Select Co-educational Day School 


For elementary, high school, college students 
and adults. Academic and college preparation. 


sce ema 


ey 


acne 


Cultural courses. Business and Economic 
courses. One teacher to one pupil, Individual 
programmes. Two years in one. Entrance 
any time. Open all the year. 


ELIZABETH R. WYLIE, Pri 
83 Park Ave., New York C ity—V: anderbilt 4934 














For the Younger Child 


A real home. Limited to 12 children. 
Excellent educational advantages. 
Winter Home in Stamford, Conn 

Summer; Catskill Mountains. 
Miss AGNES KING INGLIS 
Miss ELEANOR W. Foster, M.A. 


Vassar College Club, 132 E. 57th St., N. Y. 





OAKWOOD SCHOOL FOR BOYS AND GIRLS 
125th year Endowed. Managed by Friends 
Ten teachers. 100 pupils. Terms reasonable 


Prepares for any college Quaker ideals of life 
For catalogue, address 
WILLIAM J. REAGAN, A.M., Principal 


Box 105, ‘Poughkeepsie, a ¥. 
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yr aan 








AWLING 3i'S3 
Dr. Frederick L. Gamage, Headmaster 


Pawling New York 





STONY BROOK 


A School for Boys that For catalog, 
is distinctly Christian. Address The Principal, 
Rate $850. Box B, Stony Brook, N.Y. 








REPTON SCHOOL 


BOARDING and day school which 
4 prepares young boys between six 
and fourteen year: for the best college 
preparatory schools 
the Headmaster 


NEW YORK 


For information write to 


TARRYTOWN 

















Cornwall-on-Hudson 
New York 








New York MILITARY ACADEMY 


A SCHOOL OF DISTINCTION 


Brig. Gen. M. F. Davis 
U.S.A., Supt. 








BLAIR ACADEMY 


A REAL BOYS’ SCHOOL 
General education and college preparation, 
Separate Lower School For catalog address 
John C. Sharpe, LL.D., Headmaster, 


Box Z Biairstown, N. J. 





NEWTON ACADEMY, sear H, NEWTON, N. J. 

A military country 
school for 50 boys. 70th year. Ages 10 to 17 pre 
ferred. 2 hours from N. Y. eity in Northern N. J 
Beautiful, high, healthful location 1000 ft. ele 
vation. Thorough preparation Home care 
dividual attention Discipline kind but 
Horses and ponies for boys’ use Gymnasium 
All sports. Moderate rates. Catalog. 

hilip S. Wilson, A.M., Principal 





“ye 
Roosevelt Military Academy 
Perpetuates the vigorous ideals and robust Ameri 
eanism of Theodore Roosevelt Strong outdoor 
life: progressive curriculum. Fit boys for leadership 
Senior and Junior Schools. Fall Term September 
26th. Catalog. John B. Carrington, Headmaster, 
West Englewood, N. J. 





WENONAH MILITARY ACADEMY 


12 miles from Philadelphia. Teachers of experience 
and character prepare for college and business 
Sound principles of teaching—-emphasizing HOW 
to study. Special school for Juniors 
Major C. A. Snyder, Superintendent 
x 442, Wenonah, New Jersey 





MILITARY 
BORDENTOW Me ACE 
Thorough preparation for college or business 
Efficient faculty, small classes, individual atten 
tion. Boys taught now to study. Supervised ath- 
letices. 38th year. Catalogue, CoL. T. D. LANDON, 
Principal and Commandant, Drawer ©-30, 
BORDENTOWN-ON-THE-DEL AWARE, N. J 


— JA p sonal Statement 


Director of 


from the 
_ the Se hool ‘De al tment 


WANT every reader of 

Harpers Bazar to know the 

main aims and purposes of our 
School Bureau. 


First, let me say a word about 
its development and growth. Al- 
though Harper's Bazar has been 
continuously published for more 
than half a century, it had never 
had a School Department pre- 
vtous to 1916. In March of that 
year, twenty-eight courageous 
schools used space in our col- 
umns. Since that time, we have 
published announcements of 
more than 350 schools in a single 
issue! 


During these 7% years my 
associates and I have visited 
some 800 schools and colleges 
throughout the country.. I have 
personally made two trips to the 
far West and Pacific Coast. 
And, of course, numerous calls 
on Schools more accessible to 


our New York Office. 


These personal visits enable us 
to keep in closer touch with 
the Schools than if we relied 
entirely upon correspondence; to 
note at first hand their develop- 
ment and progress. Frequently, 
we have an opportunity to min- 
gle with the pupils and to attend 
faculty meetings. Or, as I have 
done once or twice, to “sit in” at 
a conference of the Board of 
Directors. 


Recently, we have opened in 
our New York Office a reception 


room for the exclusive use of 
School Executives, their repre- 
sentatives, and parents and 


pupils wishing information 
about schools. The Principal 
f Bishopthorpe Manor writes, 
“This service is fine and I have 
not seen anything to equal it.” 


And here is how our activity 
benefits you, the reader of 
Harper's Bazar. If you are still 
in doubt about a school for the Fall 
or for a year from now, for that 
matter, simply write me a letter, 
seiting forth in some detail your 
requirements, and I shall do my 
best to help you find exactly the 
right school. Of course, there is 
no charge for this service, for we 
consider it a privilege to be of 
_ help to our readers. 


Toth m- Con j 


Director 


HARPER’S BAZAR 
SCHOOL BUREAU 
119 West goth Street, New York, 
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on rautnten nicer 























Gymnasium 





living. 
outdoors. 





to another. 
School 65. 


tobogganing, skiing. 
football, tennis, hockey. 
roundings, 


work and play. Write 


RAYMOND RIORDON, Highland, New York 


aymond Riordon School 









Portion of athletic field 


Primary through college preparatory. 
the New York State Board of Regents. 
Small class groups insuring practically individual atten 
tion and enabling boys to pass sensibly from one group 
Lower School 


A location admirably adapted to the school’s 
5co acres of lake, mountains, 
Active outdoor life with swimming, 
Group sports—baseball, basketball, 
In fresh air and healthful sur- 
each boy’s day has its just proportion of study, 


caus 144 0, REE tA 





en | 





of bungalow above 


WHERE BOYS LEARN TO DO BY DOING 


A Boys’ School in the 
growing, working, playing, 
into the workshop and the 


Hills of Ulster County, New York, planned for boys—for learning, 
Where training goes 
Where each boy is a busy,.cheerful citizen of a democratic 
community and takes his share of personal responsibility for its welfare. 


beyond the classroom and text-book 


Certified by 


Main building off to right 








Business course. 


accommodates 35, 


5, Upper 
needs— 
woods, farm and orchards, 


canoeing, skating, 











Also 


write 
Camp Wilderness—a base camp at Horseshoe, 
younger boys and a Mounted Unit for older boys. 


for booklet describing the school’s camp, 


N. Y., for 
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An Endowed 
School for Boys 


PEDDI 


College prepara- 
tory, with gradu- 
ates now leading in 
scholarship and 
student activities 
in 26 colleges. Ped- 
die believes in 
physical develop- 
ment for the right 
growth of the mind. 
a hours super- 
by experi- 
coaed teachers. 60- 
acre campus. All athletic sports, swimming 
pool and gymnasium. Lower school for boys 
10-14 years. 58th year. Booklets. Address 








wie PRINCETON 
TUTORING SCHOOL 


Thorough and successful pron j= reparation. 
Send for booklet of particulars. 


Joun G. Hun, ‘“‘Edgehill,”’ Princeton, New Jersey 
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MISS BEARD’S SCHOOL for GIRLS 


A country school, 13 miles from New York. College 


Preparatory, Advanced Courses. Junior High 
School. Music, Art, Domestic Science. Supervised 
physical work in gymnasium and field. Catalogue. 





ysica 
Lucie C. BEARD, Headmistress, Orange, N. J. 





ROGER W. SWETLAND, LL.D., Headmast 
Box 9S, Hightstown, N. J. 














PENNINGTON SCHOOL 


For Young Men and Boys 
Your boy will have at Pennington the body 
ind mind building influences which prepare 
him carefully for college work and give him 
a secure foundation for a successful business 
educational leader- 


career. Inspirational 
ship; abundant athletic activities made pos- 
sible by full. modern equipment, gymna- 


sium, swimming pool and athletic field. 10 
acre campus situated in the hills within 
easy reach of New York and Philadelphja. 
85th year. Write for ‘The Pennington 
Idea” before choosing a preparatory school. 
Francis Harvey Green, A.M., Litt.D., Headmaster 
Box 30 Pennington, N. J. 





St. Mary’s Hall 


A COUNTRY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 


Near Philadelphia and New York 


College Preparatory, General and 
Post Graduate Courses. 
Music, Art, Domestic 
Secretarial Courses. 
Gymnasium and outdoor 
including horseback riding. 
Catalog and Book of Views on re- 
quest. 


Science and 


sports, 


MRS. JOHN FEARNLEY, Principal 
Box 418 Burlington, New Jersey 











FREEHOLD MILITARY SCHOOL 


For 80 select young boys. Just enough of the Mil- 
itary training to inculcate habits of obedience, 
promptness, orderliness and self-reliance. Study and 
Play carefully supervised. N. 42 miles; Phila., 
66 miles. ‘The school with the’ personal touch.’ 
MAJOR CHARLES M. DUNCAN, Box 92, Freehold, N. J. 


CARLTON ACADEMY 


A Catholic School for Catholic Boys. Lay 
Instructors and Resident aguaas Upper 
and Lower Schools—Athlet 
Write for Booklet to 
Carlton Academy Summit, New Jersey 

















KENT PLACE 


SUMMIT, N. J. 20 Miles from New York 
A Country School for Girls 
College Preparatory and Academic Courses. 
Mrs. SARAH WOODMAN PAUL) » 
MIss ANNA S. WOODMAN j Principals 





THE PARSONS SCHOOL CAMP 
Groton Long Point, Conn. 
JULY AND AUGUST. 
Beautiful beach location. Best food and care, 
unusual advantages. Family group, children and 


young girls. Enroll for all or part of season. For 
further particulars address ¥ 
H. GRACE Parsons, Box B, Essex Fells, N. J. 
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Ma cn 
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Princeton, N. J. 
college- 


For Girls 12 and over 
College preparatory, 
entrance, general high school, 
graduate courses. Music, art, 
ion, dramatics, sec retaryship, 
. athletics, sports, riding. 
mf , beautiful Colonial residence. 
Separs ate cottage, ‘‘Gilderest,’’ for 
Junior School. 


Miss Laura B. Gildner, A. M., 
Director. 


advanced 


domestic 
57-acre 












Miss Gildner’s Princeton School | 


= 



















SCHOOL 


DW IGH FOR GIRLS 


College Preparation. Special Finishing Courses. 
Athletics, Gymnasium, Tennis, Riding. 
W rite for illustrated catalog 
Miss E. 8S. CREIGHTON, Principal, 


Englewood, N. J. 








**A Good School for Girls’ 


Close, personal touch and instruction for 


each girl. Thorough college preparation. 
Six diploma courses. Fine democratic 
spirit, sénsible dress regulations, happy 


Beautiful hill country near 
New York. 50 acres. Gymnasium. Swim- 
ming pool. s5oth year. 

ROBERT J. TREVORROW, President 
Box 43 Hackettstown, N. J. 


school life. 


yatta? 














SWARTHMORE __ PREPARATORY 

SCHOOL FOR BOYS 
Prepares for college or life’s work Inculeates 
*““man-making”’ qualities. Fine academic and ath 
letic spirit. Spacious grounds, modern buildings 
Junior Dept. for boys 10 to 13. Write for catalog. 
W. P. TOMLINSON, M.A., Box 24, Swarthmore, Pa 





BELLEFONTE ACADEMY 
118th year. Amidst hunting grounds and fish 
ing streams. 11 teac hers for 100 select boys. Strong 
athletics. Tennis -mile track. Golf links avail- 
able. Concrete nail and skating pond Catalog 
JAMES B. HuGHEs, A.M., Princeton, ‘85, Head- 
master, Bellefonte, Pa. 





ST. LUKE’S SCHOOL 
Wayne (Main Line P. R. R 





Healthful location, homelike bulldines Mental 
and physical instruction, high moral influence 
makes unusual appeal to parents and boys. Junior 


school for younger boys Prepares for college 
or business. 
CHARLES HENRY STROUT, A.M., Headmaster 





NAZARETH HALL MILITARY ACADEMY 





Box 5 zareth, Pa. Founded 1743. College 
preps y and business courses. Senior, Inter 
mediate and Junior Departments Gymnasium 
and Swimming pool All outdoor sports Mini 


9 years Address the 


aon ace — Junior School, 
RE Principal 


A. THAELER, D.D., 





GETTYSBURG ACADEMY 
A finely equipped boarding school fer 100 boys 
Modern buildings, comfortable and homelike 
Beautiful and healthful location near the moun 
tains. Large athletic field All sports New 
Swimming pool Separate Junior Dormitory, 

$375 to $450. 97th year opens Sept. 19t! 
REV. CHARLES H. HuBER, Litt.D., Headmaster, 
Box A. Gettysburg, Pa 





HARRISBURG ACADEMY 

Senior and Junior Departments 
Modern, individual instruction in college 
tory and general courses. New fireproof buildings 
with large sunny rooms. Cottage dormitory sys- 
tem. Athletic feld. Moderate rates 

Arthur E. Brown, Headmaster 

Box B, Harrisburg, Penna. 


prepara- 





CARSON LONG INSTITUTE 
S7th year. In the mountains, 5', hours from New 
York and 6 hours from Pittsburgh Boys taught 
how to learn, how to labor, how to live. College 


preparatory. Separate Junior School Military 
training Supervised Stace Hour Individual 
Character Building Supreme. Terms, 


Instruction. 


$400. Box 15, New Bloomfield, 


t 


Harper’s Bazar 


School 


Bureau When 


in New York 
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CHESTNUT HILL 
ee 




















A schoo! for bi » loc ated in the coun- 
try, although on It s from Philadel- 
phia. Full prepar iti llege en- 
trance Boarding dey it limited to 
100. Small classes ithleti 
equipment. Athletic fields, gymnasiu 
80-ft. swimming pool. Recreatiot build 
ing containing indoor tennis court ata 
baseball cage. 40 tennis courts avail- 
able Athletic training required for 
every boy. Address 


T. R. HYDE, M.A., (Yale University) 
Headmaster 
Box 13, Chesinut Hill Academy 
Chestnut Hill, Pa. 

















Founded 1787 
technical 
to 
Beautiful 
Mod- 
All student 


Box 408, LANCASTER, PA. 
Prepares boys for all 

Entered about 
the 


colleges and 
1000 


25 


schools. boys some 


60 colleges in last years. 


elevated grounds. Fine school home. 
Thorough work. 


moderate. 


ern equipment. 


activities. Terms For catalog 


address 


EDWIN M. HARTMAN, A.M.,Pd.D., Principal 











educational clearing house. 


parts of the country. 


119 West 40th Street 





The Value of Service 


N THIS issue of Harper’s Bazar, there are mcre schools than we 
have ever befcre listed in a September issue. | 
any better evidence of Harper’s Bazar’s value to school adver- | 

tisers, or more significant testimony to the confidence of parents 
in the recommendations cf the Harper’s Bazar School Bureau? | 
Our trained representatives are constantly visiting the leading | 
schools in all parts of the country—a Harper’s Bazar representa- | 


riculum of a California school, we hear about it. 
school finds itself overnight the beneficiary of an endowment fund, 
it is not long before we are told about it. 
keep closely in touch with the schools and are in a position to give 
you personal and disinterested advice about private schools in all 
If you are still seeking a school for the Fall | 
term, we shall be glad to help you. 


KENNETH N. CHAMBERS, Director 
HARPER'S BAZAR SCHOOL BUREAU | 








Could there be 


tive is now visiting schools in France, Italy and Switzerland. Almost 
every day we in turn receive visits in this office from principals who 
are passing through New York. Our School Department is an 
If a new course is added to the cur- 


If a Southern 


Thus, in many ways, we 


New York City 
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WESTMINSTER 
SCHOOL 


Simsbury, Connecticut 
15 Miles from Hartford 


Summer and Winter Schools 


Raymond R. McOrmond 


Headmaster 














LAWRENCE ACADEMY 
Groton, Mass. 
An old but thoroughly equipped modernized col- 
lege preparatory school for boys from 11 to 19. 
Experienced teachers rsonal ca, A 
home aor 36 miles from Bos 
Howard A. Bridgman, Principat. "i B. 





THE MITCHELL SCHOOL 


A school that appeals to the American Boy and the 
discriminating parent. ‘age of clean sport, 
fair play, and thoro work pper and lower school. 
ALEXANDER H. MITCHELL, Principal, 
Box K, Billerica, Mass. 











Pennsylvania—Girls 
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MONTESSORI CITY and COUNTRY SCHOOLS 


TENTH SEASON 
Philadelphia, and Wycombe, Pa. 


Scientific Direction covers diet, rec- 
reation. deportment, occupation, differ- 
ing for each individual pupil. French, 
Music, all formal grade studies Refer- 


ences exchanged. 


ANNA WINDLE PAIST, Directress 
First Montessori Boarding & Day School 
~ Pa. 


» or Wy 




















WYOMING SEMINARY 


A co-educational school strong in character build- 
ing College preparation. Business fusic, Art, 
Oratory and Home Economies. Gymnasium and 
Athletic field 79th year Endowed Catalog. 
L. L. SPRAGUE, D.D.,. L.H.D., Pres. 
Kingston, Pa. 
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Oe Mary jon School 


with elective courses 
for non-college girls. Strong Home Eco- 
nomics, Music and Art courses. Homelike, 
well-furnished rooms, with all modern con- 
veniences, glass enclosed classrooms, spa- 
cious recreation halls. New equipment in- 
cludes modern gy mnasium and swimming pool. 
Outdoor sports including horseback riding, 
hockey, tennis and canoeing. In a college 
town near Philadelphia. Send for catalog. 


MR. and MRS. H. M. CRIST 
Principals 
warthmore, Pa. 


College preparatory, 


Box 1510 


Also Wildcliff, separate graduate 
school; Seren Gables, girls 6-14 

















The HARCUM SCHOOL 


For Girls 


Bryn Mawr, Pa. 


A home school emphasizing college 
preparation. Special academic course 
for girls not going to college. Two 
year graduate course for high school 
graduates Musie and Art under 
noted artists Located in a college 
town, ten miles from Philadelphia. 
New stone egy 5 large grounds. 
Athletics, riding. Catalog. Address 


Mrs. Edith Hatcher Harcum, B.L., Head of School, 
or Mrs. L. May Willis, B.P., Principal, Box B, 
Bryn Mawr, Pa. 


Mrs. Caskin’s School | 
For Girls, Inc. 


OVERBROOK, PENNSYLVANIA 


GREENHILL—A graduate school for girls. 
Higher cultural studies—Piano, Voice, 
Home Economics, Secretarial, Dramatic 
Art. 

PREPARATORY SCHOOL—Will occupy 
new fireproof building. 

New gymnasium, campus of 26 acres. 


WRS. LANGDON CASKIN, PRINCIPAL, OVERBROOK, PENNSYLVANIA 














CEDAR CRES A college with modern dor- 

mitories and equipment, at- 
tractive suburban site, congenial campus life. 
gree and certificate courses Liberal Arts, 
Secretarial Science, B.S.S. Household Arts, B.S. 
Music and Expression, A.B. Accredited Teachers’ 
Courses. Address Wm. H. Curtis, Litt. D., Presi- 
dent, Allentown, Pa. 





SCHOOL for GIRLS 
Founded 1906. New Plant Erected 1920. 25 acre 
Campus. Room in suites or two with bath between. 
Regularandspecialcourses. Moderaterate. FRANK 
5S. MAGILL, Principal, Box B Chambersburg, Pa. 





BEECHWOOD Jenkintown, Pa. Suburb 
of Philadelphia. School 
for practical training of young women. Junior Col- 
lege Departments, Music, Art, Home Economics, 
Kindergarten, Normal Gymnastics, ete. Pipe 
organ, gymnasium. Address as above. 


‘Pishopthorpe Manor 


C Fountain ill Bethlehem Pennsylvania. 


E XCEPTIONAL opportunities for a 
“ limited number of girls in preparation 
for college, social, or business life. Special 
two-year finishing course for High School 
graduates. Music, Art, Household Arts 
and Sciences. Arts and Crafts, Expression 
and Secretarial work. 
Healthful location in the Lehigh Moun- 
tains. Near New York and Phila. Bishop 
Ethelbert Talbot, Visitor. 
New gymnasium and tiled swimming pool. 
Tennis, basketball, skating, riding, etc 
Aesthetic and folk dancing. Address 





CLAUDE N. WYANT, Principal, Box 246 








DARLINGTON ,..y303swee. 
For Young Women 
Develops personality, vitality, efficiency. Sixty- 
acre estate. Personnel Engineering, Secretarial, 
Domestic Science, Physical Education, Cultural 
Arts and College Preparatory courses. All sports. 

Gymnasium, swimming pool. Catalog. 
Christine F. Bye, Prin., Box 622, West Chester, Pa. 








LINDEN HALL $2901 for 100 Girls. | 


= Far-famed Lancaster Co., ‘Garden Spot of the 

3." College Preparatory, General Academic, 
Siem Economies, Secretarial, Music, Art, Ex- 
pression. Courses for High School graduates. 
Separate Junior and Intermediate Depts. Gym- 
nasium, Swimming Pool Attractive, wholesome 
home life. Careful supervision. Catalog. Address 
F. W. STENGEL, D.D., Box 122, Lititz, Pa. 


Wilkesbarre Institute, Wilkesbarre, Pa. 
A select school for girls, founded 1854. Boarding 
department limited to twenty girls, offers unusual 
opportunity for special instruction preparatory to 
entering college. For catalogue address MIss 
ANNA M. OLcorTt, Principal, Box D. 


HIGHLAND HALL 


Founded 1867 
PREPARES GIRLS FOR ALL COLLEGES 
Modern Educational Standards, Unusual Equipment 
Spacious Buildings, Abundant Outdoor Life 
Miss Ellen C. Keates, Principal, Hollidaysburg, Pa. 











PENNSYLVANIA, Overbrook 
For Girls. Sub- 


° ? 

Miss Sayward’s School 5 oi "Pniadet. 
hia. College Preparatory and Secretarial Courses. 
fusic, Domestic Science, Physical training, out- 

door sports, horseback riding, swimming. evel- 

ops character, mind and body. Write Dept. B. 

Miss JANET SAYWARD, Principal 


OGONTZ SCHOOL 


Founded 1850. A school for girls occupying ap 
estate on the summit of Rydal Hills, 25 minutes 
from Phila. Illustrated booklet describing new 
building mailed on request. Rydal, Junior De- 
partment. Miss Abby A. Sutherland, Principal, 
Rydal, Montgomery County, Pa. 











TEMPLE UNIVERSITY 


Broad Street below Berks, Philadelphia, Pa. 
Telephone, Diamond 0631 


Cc ollege of Liberal Arts and Sciences. Teachers 
ollege. School of Commerce. 
Sustain Schools—Theology, Law, Medi- 
cine, Pharmacy, Dentistry, Chiropody. 
School of Music. 
Send for Bulletin. 














The Birmingham. School 
FOR GIRLS 
“The Mountain Senool”™ 
Healthful pees in Allegheny Mts. School Park 
Land of 100 acres. Main Line Penna. R. R. Six 
modern, homelike buildings for 100 girls. Thorough 
preparation for college, examinations given at the 
school. Liberal courses for girls not going to 
college. Exceptional Faculty. Music, Art, Do- 
mestic Science. Gymnasium and Swimming Pool. 
Athletic Training and Dancing. Catalogue. 
P.S. Moulton, Headmaster Alvan R. Grier, President 
Box 135, 


jingham, Pa. 








EAST GREENWICH ACADEMY 


Co-educational. Founded 1802. 7 buildings. 
instructors. College preparatory, Academic, Busi. 
ness, Music. Junior School. Gymnasium and 
athletic field. Christian ideals. Tuition $500 

ev. J. FRANCIS COOPER, D.D., Principal 
On Narragansett Bay, East Greenwich, 








MASSEE SeHooL 
SCHOOL 
(16th year—for Boys 8 to 18) 

Beautiful location at Shippan Point 
on Long Island Sound at Stamford, 
Connecticut, 52 minutes from New 
York. Provides thorough intellectual, 
moral, and physical development in 
right environment. Under Christian 
masters from great universities. 

‘lasses average twelve members. 
Personal intensive training prepares 
for leading colleges, scientific schools, 
business life. Athletic and all out- 
door sports on beautiful campus of 16 
acres. Large gymnasium and dormi- 
tory. Tuition $1000. (Also Summer 
School.) For catalog, address 

W. W. MASSEE, Ph.D. 
Box B Stamford, Conn. 














MILFORD 


A college preparatory school for boys of 16 and 
over. Formerly the Rosenbaum School. Small 
classes and _ individual instruction. Minimum 
tuition including oe and board for the entire 
school year, $2,006 
SAMUEL B. soinmnact, Principal, Milford, Conn. 





ABBOTT SCHOOL 


Formerly the famous Little Blue, Farmington, 
Maine. Exhilarating winter sports. Prepares lim- 
ited number of boys for college or business. Inti- 
mate contact with earnest men. Well equipped. 
Address Headmaster. 





DeWitt Clinton School 


A DAY SCHOOL FOR BOYS 


Prepares for Colleges and Technical Schools. 
Resident Accommodation for a limited number. 
Address: JOHN B. HEBBERD, A.M., Director, 

210 Newbury Street, Boston. 





THE COCHRAN SCHOOL 


Norwalk 
Near Long Island Sound. One hour from New York 
City. Complete preparation for college. Small 


classes. Constructive physical training. Progressive © 


porn 


a, Ly and Lower School. Age limits 8-19. 
Address V 


CocHRAN, Headmaster. 





M Li | *< SCHOOL 
r LINCOINS For Boys 
West Lebanon, Maine 

A small Country ge ae much attention 
to the individual. 14 Acr 86 miles from Bos- 
ton. Manual Training. Outdoor Life. 





THE LITCHFIELD SCHOOL 
For Young Boys 
Litchfield, Conn. 

Health and pepeiaee achieve fine results in the | 
class-room. his with your boy here in his- 
toric old Litehneld, Address Earle Everett Sarcka, 
Headmaster, Box 523. 


Connecticut ~ 
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New England—Boys 








New England—Girls 








New England-—Girls 











of success in college preparation. 
2. Supervised School Life. 
Dormitories with resident masters. 


zealously guarded. 
3. Organized Athletics. 


Boys enter at any time. 
catalog. 











ROXBURY 


A highly specialized type of preparatory school 
majoring three important features in a boy’s education 
1. Sound Instruction by Tutorial Method. 


Individual instruction or classes of two to five. 
studied and arranged to meet his needs. 


roo acres of campus and farm land. 
thusiastic school spirit and carefully directed activities. 


Every student incited to some form of physical training. k 
nasium. Basketball, baseball, football, track, wrestling, tennis. 


Summer session for fall examinations. 





Each boy’s program carefully 


Rapid, thorough advancement. Years 


En- | 
Welfare of each student } 


Skilled coaches. Gym- 
Saddle horses. 


Illustrated 








ROXBURY SCHOOL, Cheshire, Conn. 
A. N. Sheriff, M. A., Dean 








Powder Point School 


will understand your boy—and help him to understand himself. Thorough instruc- 
athletics for every boy. 
Prepares for college 

Number limited to sixty. 


RALPH K. BEARCE, A. M., 
54 KING CAESAR ROAD, DUXBURY, MASS. 


tion. Clean, snappy 
boys and masters. 
Ages 10 to 19. 


Clearest understanding between 
and gives strong general courses. 
Convenient to Boston. Address 


Headmaster, 








Allen- Chalmers 


Country School for Boys 
Military PE Sac Upper and Lower Schools. 
THOMAS CHALMERS, West Newton, Mass. 


WILLISTON—A School for Boys 


Preparatory for college or scientific school. Di- 
rected work and play. ‘Junior School for Young 
Boys—A distinct school in its own building; sep- 
arate faculty.’ Address Archibald V. Galbraith, 


Principal. Box H, Easthampton, Mass. 





WORCESTER. MASSACHUSETTS 


Worcester Academy 


For Boys or ABILITY wiTH COLLEGE Vision 





ses The Sanford School 


ke 


High ideals, skillful teachers, indi- 
vidual attention—Prepares for college 
and business. Daniel S. Sanford, 
ssengmee Headmaster, Redding Ridge, Conn. 





RIDGEFIELD 


Ridgefield, Conn. A country school 
for boys from 12 to 18, in the high- 


lands of the Berkshires. 50 miles 
from New York City. 
Theodore C. Jessup, Headmaster 











New England—Co-ed. 











ST. ELIZABETH- OF -THE- ROSES 


A Mother Sch 
Open all year. C Mildren 3 to 12. One 
hour from New York. Usual studies. Out-door 
sports. Ra Fe expenses of School Year. 
B. STODDARD, Directress, 
At Noroton, Conn. 


ASHBURNHAM, MASS. 

A Hilltop school for boys and girls. We have 
some interesting information that you will need 
before deciding upon a school. 

H. S. Cowell, A.M., Pd.D., Principal. 


Episcopal. 








GODDARD SEMINARY 


A coeducational school in the heart of the Green 
Mountains. Incorporated 1863. College prepara- 
tory courses. Domestic Science. Excellent music 
department. Commercial course. Large endow- 
ment permits $410 to cover a year’s expenses. 
Write for booklet. 


L. Davison, A. B., Principal, Barre, Vermont. 








CO-EDUCATIONAL 


The Co-educational school presents a 
problem somewhat different from that of 
the usual boarding school. The presenta- 
tion of subjects, the methods of study, even 
the social activities, are based upon dif- 
terent principles of education. If you are 
interested in a co-educational school, write 
to those listed in this directory, or write to 
Harper's Bazar School Dept., 119 West 
40th St., N. Y 














New England—Girls 








=PINE MANOR- 


A School for Home Efficiency 








TWO-YEAR course for the 

graduates of Dana Hall and 
other secondary schools. Higher 
cultural studies, with emphasis on 
all subjects pertaining to the man- 
agement of the home. Country life 
and sports. Fourteen miles from 
Boston. Catalog on application. 








MIss HELEN TEMPLE COOKE 
Dana Hall, 





Wellesley, Mass. 








The 
Ely School 


For Girls 
Greenwich, Conn. 


In the country. One hour from 
New York. Junior and Upper 
Schools. General, College Prepara- 
tory, and Graduate Courses. Also 
one-year course, intensive college 
preparatory review. 























Choate School 


1600 Beacon Street 
Brookline, Mass. 
Home and Day School for Girls. 
Emphasis on College Prepara- 
tion. Also Art, Music, Domestic 
Science. 


Home life carefully regulated. 
Boston’s many advantages open 
to students, with chaperonage. 


Gymnasium, Bowling Alley, 
Fields for Sports. Horseback 
Riding. 








Augusta Choate, Vassar, A.B., A.M., Prin. 








Miss Howe and Miss Marot’s 
Country Boarding School for Girls 


General Courses. 
Athletics and Sports. 
Mary Louise Marot Thompson, Conn. 


Preparation for College. 





A school 


SOUTHFIELD POINT HALL 702" 


Beautifully located on Long Island Sound. Inter- 

mediate, General and College Preparatory Courses. 

Music, Gymnastics, Athletics and Sports. Address 
Jessie Callam Gray, B.A., Principal 

6 Davenport Drive Stamford, Conn. 





WALNUT HILL SCHOOL 


30 Highland Street, Natick, Mass. 
A College Preparatory School for Girls. 17 miles 
from Boston. 46 Acres. Skating Pond. Athletic 
Fields. 6 Buildings. Gymnasium. 
iss Conant, Miss Bigelow, Principals. 


THE BURNHAM SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 


Founded by Mary A. Burnham in 1877 
Opposite Smith College Campus. 
Miss HELEN E. THOMPSON, Headmistress 
Northampton, Massachusetts 


A New England School 


The Schools in Harper’s Bazar will be glad to 
send you catalogues and descriptive literature. 
Write to those Schools whose announcements 
interest you. 






























Eden 


STAMFORD, CONN. 
Suburban to New York City 
Fifty Minutes from Fifth Avenue 
Exclusively a boarding school for 
high-se hool girls or graduates. 
Choice of studies for every pref- 
erence. Social culture: physical 
training: athletics. Profusely illus- 
- trated booklet with complete 
details shows superior ad- 
vantages and exquisite 
equipment. Address 
A The Recording Secretary 
Glen Eden, Stamford, Conn. 














Saye 


The Chamberlayne School 


Thorough college preparation. 
A one-year intensive course is 
offered to graduates of second- 
ary schools and others fitting 
forcollege examinations. General 
course. Horseback riding. Rec- 
reation and outdoor activities. 
GRACE L. EDGETT, Principal 


Commonwealth Ave. and Clarendon St. 
Boston, Mass. 











teF RSKINE: scoo 


em, Training for High School 
nd Cotene Graduates 
MISS EUPHEM A E. McCLINTOCK 
129 Beacon Serect, Boston, Mass. 


ROGERS HALL SCHOOL 


FOR GI WELL, MASS. 
College —_—— and Guana Courses 
For Illustrated Catalogue and Bookl 
Address MISS OLIVE SEWALL PARSONS 

















at B 

A College for Women univrnsiry 

Sultural and business subjects. Courses in the man- 
agement of personal business affairs. 1, 2, and 4-year 
programs. Certificate or degrees. Special work for 
prospective secretaries and high school instructors. 
Catalogue. Dean T. Lawrence Davis, 27 Garrison 
Street, Boston, Mass. 





WHEATON COLLEGE FOR WOMEN 
Only small separate ae for women in Massa- 


chusetts. 4-year course. A.B. degree. Faculty 
of men and women. 20 buildings. 100_ acres. 
Catalog. REV. SAMUEL V. CoLE, D.D., LL.D., 


President. 
Massachusetts, Norton (30 miles from Boston). 
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A Famous Old New England Country 
Sc for Girls 


Twenty-five miles from Boston. Thor- 
ough preparation for all colleges. Special 
intensive one-year course for college exami- 
nations. Exceptional faculty of college- 
bred women. Comprehensive courses in- 
cluding secretarial training, household arts, 
vocal and instrumental music. Gymnasium 
and sleeping porch. Extensive grounds. 


Horseback riding, canoeing, tri afield. 
All sports. 50 pupils. 7 sai 
Mr. and Mrs. George W. Emerson 
Principals 


26 Howard St., West Bridgewater. Mass. 
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GRAY GABLES A Tutoring School for Girls 

offering a one-year intensive course preparing for 

all college examinations. 98° of students have 

successfully passed college entrance examinations 

in last seven years. Address 

MIRIAM TiTcoMB, Principal, Box C, 45 Cedar 
Street, Worcester, Mass. 





Whiting Hall 


A home school in the country for girls from 10 to 
y mn and W ———. 
preparatory schoo! 
Modern equipment. New gymnasium. Booklet. Mr. 
Elbridge C. Whiting, Amherst, Yale; Mrs. Whiting, 
Wellesley, Principals, South Sudbury, Mass. 








LINCOLN SCHOOL 


Girls. 


College 2B iy ont! School for 2 
Music 


General and Secretarial Courses. 
and Art. 

Extensive grounds. Fire a buildings. 

All athletics and spo jater and 
motor trips. Weocsceneks, "siding. Con- 
certs. City =a 

w booklet on request. 

MISS MIRIAM SEWALL CONVERSE, Principal 

Zone 4 Providence, Rhode Island 
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College Preparation ‘The Girls’ Latin School! | ™ 
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= Unc 
A school of high scholastic standing that offers 5 fore 
“p T ‘ . ssociatio e gely it nce - col- | college-preparatory and academic courses in a = CS 
REPARATORY SCHOOL associations so largely influence the col | city of rare pa Mii 4 ing. 
ve C __ ; > choice of schoo] } fF nar: } tance autiful home with 33 
lege career that the choice of a school is of paramount importance. private garden. CA 
The te ee Fe ae ee Ee Ke sane” eaaie soarding department 
Ihe advertising of only the better schools is accepted in Harper’s Bazar, limited to 40. itis : 
j hose s : ic > rOW ) »*rsons from 12 to 20 years. > R 
and of only those schools which we know about personally. If your ‘Thorough | prepara- b eral 
rshter j ine tc sllege « ven 1 » ic is nar: , tion for best colleges | Bea 
daughter is going to college or even if she is not, but is of preparatory ae ed |= 
school age, she will, at least, study those subjects which will prepare catalog address B Call 
MISS WILMOT, A. B. 
— 


Headmistress 
1225 St. Paul Street 
Baltimore, Maryland 


I i I I I SID | } her for one of the junior colleges or professional schools. Study these 
announcements carefully. You will find in these pages exactly the right 





A School for Girls school for your daughter. If you find it difficult to make a choice, - -— = 
Norwalk Connecticut please remember that we shall be glad to help you. Address your letter OE wm 
sie ; sc °OR GIRLS q 
Provides normal development of girls pe rsonally to : 3 GARRISON FOREST arg at pti thay mg f 
ntellectual, moral, social—in right environ- Kennetu N. CuamsBers, Director aes A be oon panes es « otty —— : 
ment, which offers every comfort. Prepara- ages. Intermediate, College Prep., Special Music 
4 . . - a ™ - om and Art Courses. Boarding Dept. limited. Horse- 
tion for new comprehensive examinations HARPER’S BAZAR SCHOOL BUREAL back riding; all sports. Catalog. Miss MARY M. 4 ( 
and general courses. Upper and Lower : 4 a 7 _ LIVINGSTON, Principal, Box B. Garrison, Md. 
Schools. Numbers limited. 119 West goth Street New York City 





High, sightly location in six 


acres of woodland. Ampk The Roberts Beach School 











playgrounds. Horseback rid- Fifty girls with faculty of ten. Successful college 
ing. Gymnasium. Send for he mcpnene oo = ont Estate sneer 
‘ ae altimore. Mrs. E. SELLEW OBERTs, A.M., 
catalog and View Book. SARAH M. BEACH, Ph.D., Principals. Box 100, 
Margaret R. Grondiinges. A. B. Vassa . . " Catonsville, Md. ti 





Vida Hunt Francis, A. B. Smith, Srinstoate 








New Engiend— a ris 
a a ‘wun nn MARYLAND COLLEGE 




















0 
For Women. Ten miles from Baltimore. Four-year W 

FOR GIRLS courses leading to all degrees. Two-year certificate 
course. Personal supervision of strong faculty. p 
Modern fireproof buildings. Swimming pool. s¢ 
: : : | Catalog. Box 9B, Lutherville, Maryland. rn 

We send students to college on certificate and examination. 
Many girls, however, after leaving high school do 

not wish to go to college. But often they desire ad- BA Y LOR COLLEGE 

vanced work ina new environment with competent instruc- Largest College for Women in the South. Prop- 
tors, and to select studies best meeting their tastes and interests. erty value over $1,000,000. Standard degrees con- B 
ferred. nome a penarimnens. W segg ad cata al 

: one logue. . C. Hardy, President, Belton, Texas 

" We offer just these opportunities. Students take En- 4 y 
St. Clare’s School (Episcopa!) glish or Literature, but the course otherwise is elective. All ; 
Interesting home and school life. Individual care j i Z i i ’ 

and character training for girls 5 to 14 years subjects count for diploma. Graduation from high school ST. HILDA’S HALL, Charles Town, W. Va. 
College women in charge. School year $800.00 not necessary. No examination required. The Chevron School for Girls, Episcopal. In — 

Address Secretary St. Clare’s School, Stamford, the Shenandoah Valley College preparatory 
Connecticut All the opportunities of Boston i in Music, Art, and Histor- Elective Courses. Musie and Art. Athletics. Pru 


Open air classes. Individual instruction. $600 


ical associations are freely used. Special work in Voice, Catalog. MARIAH PENDLETON DUvVaL, Principal 


Piano, Violin, ‘Cello, Harp, and Pipe Organ with eminent 


Boston masters. or — 
| Schoo! Outdoor Sports. Horseback Riding (our own stables); Stuart Hall, Staunton, Virginia : © 





























9 hole Golf Course on the property; Tennis, both grass and Episcopal school for girls—Eightieth Session. Rich 
| . - Field C : G . : in traditions of the past; alive to the needs of the 
dirt courts; Field Sports; Canoeing. Our Gymnasium is present. Thorough college preparation. Out- 
| 45 by 90 ft with Swimming Pool door sports. Address Mrs. H. N. Hills, A.B., Box H. ’ 
« mm . - 
. . *y 1 Cour: 
A finely equipped school—nine buildings. SULLINS COLLEGE saat? ad years 
Bristol, Virginia tarial 
° . ° ete ei toes tracti 
| he Hed v ° 7 Domestic Art, Elocution, Costume Design, Home Decora- For Girls. High School and Junior College Courses. addre 
g $ miles from tion. Excellent Secretarial Courses; Courses in Business Music, Expression, Domestic Science, ete. New > 1533 
M : sae Coll C buildings; every room connecting bath. Swim- .—— 
NORTON, MASS. Boston Management; Junior College Courses. ming Pool, Horseback riding. Mountain climate. : 
= : W. E. MARTIN, Ph.D., Pres., Box B 
I'he Junior School of House in the Pines. 30 Some rooms with hot and cold water. Students for 1923-24 
ry ty ty ay -- 4A are being accepted in the order of their applications 
4 large modern home. Sun parlors for class e s 
rooms. Play fields. Horseback riding. Swim FAIRFAX HA LL ‘For Girls 
ae 6 Sens, Sape ES of sady ond Send for New Special car for Western girls from Chicago, Sept. 25 cory. thidion rend poor bag 
lay tha 7 le ° ory. , Golf. yee F ate work. } sic, 
Clase ae bang enti Gas Ee, eo Year Book F Art, Home Economics, Expression, Secretarial. 


21 acres. Modern os re Main line 2 railroads. 


Miss GERTRUDE E. CORNISH, Principal Exceptional of portunities = $525. Write for catalog 
L ca ps delightful home life 2529 Summit St., NEWTON, Mass. JOHN NOBLE MAXWELL, Presitient. Box H, Basic, Va 


























Warrenton Country School For Young Girls 
College preparatory and special courses. French, 
the language of the house. The school is planned 
to teach girls how to study, to bring them nearer 
nature, and to inculcate habits of order and econ- 


BROMLEY 


4 school for girls from 12 to 15 years of age 
Preparatory for prt Academy 
Directed study and pl 
All advantages of Bradford Academy equipment 
For Booklet address 

rue Director, Box 21, Bradford, Mass. 








omy. 
MLLE. LEA M. BouLIGNY, Box 60, Warrenton, Va. 


SOUTHERN COLLEGE }33'visieniss 
and Finishing 
One year or two year courses for H. 8. Graduates 

Music, Art, expreamon. Domestic Sei., Social 

Training. Gym., Golf, ee Tennis, His- 

toric pilgrimages. Rate 


ARTHUR KYLE DAVIS, A.M. - 210 ‘COLLEGE PLACE, PETERSBURG, VA. 














TENACRE rae 
A Country School for Girls 10 to 14. Preparatory 
to Dana Hall, 14 miles from Boston. All sports and 
athletics supervised and adapted to the age of the 
pupil. Finest instruction, care and influences. Miss 
Helen Temple Cooke, Dana Hall, Wellesley, Mass. 





ude 
wg alien 














WATERBURY, CONN. Founded 1875 VIRGINIA COLLEGE for Girls and Young Women 
Successful preparation for all colleges. See x the Valley of Virginia, famed Ror ninealth pw 


CRESTALBAN : 
] retarial Course giving Gregg certificates. All 


s » girls » invigores x climate o . a beauty. Electiv ve, Preparatory and full Junior 
A schoo’ for og ieee te She Savi wating cthenate of . ~ | | q branches of Domestic Science. Excellent ad College courses. Music, Art, Expression. Domestic 
the Berkshires. Thirty minutes from Pittsfield. 200 \ih} ouse th ines ’ in Music and Art. Experienced teach Gedeann. Causal a MIATTIC P. HARRIS, 
acres, 3 buildings. Number limited. Special care i In e 1 ors mnasium work, Athletics, Basketball, cience. Catalogue ddress . 
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given to home training, character development, and |] Swimr ming and Outdoor Sports. Beautifully sit- awe” GERTRUDE HARRIS BOATWRIGHT, 
health. Open air classes. Outdoor sports. MIss “1 uated, one hour from Hartford or New Haven "e- sident. 
MARGERY WHITING, Principal, Berkshire, Mass. NORTON, MASS. 30 miles from Boston ] Students admitted at any time during the year. 
mo NE ye ts Send for booklet BRENAU COLLEGE CONSERVATORY . C 
. re i a - Tseng deere lat | . , Noted for: select patronage 30 states; pleasant A 
The Miss Farmer School of Cookery nerechastt a wimesing. une a | | Miss Emily Gardner Munro, A.M., Principal social life: location foothills Blue Ridge Mts. North f . 
‘ | Pee oo ie { Atlanta; Standard A.B. course; special advan- 3 
Home of the Boston Cooking School Cook Book Secretarial Course Complete two-year scans i gy ragga Pog aneneatie science, Two-y 
Cookery and Household Technique for the home and course in Domestic Seience and Ai physical culture. 31 buildings, outdoor sports: tion: al 
for professional use. Six months and intensive short N including household _ man agement swimming, boating. horseback riding, etc Cata. 
courses. Send for booklet. Miss Alice Bradley, i p< geen ge a _ — Me oa a log and illustrated book 
ipal. H i also one-year intensive ork =f en- ti 
—— ” ee Pen, meaaniie ass. trance examinations. Every attention, THE GARLAND SCHOOL Address BRENAU, Box 8, Gainesville, Ga. 
not only to habit of study, but to each i 
girl’s health and happiness. Wi OF HOMEMAKING . — = 
i ~ he¥ Girl | Booklet on training for efficient Home Making ~~ AN YP Sa ee =: 
ee ee MRS. MARGARET J. STANNARD, Director 
en a a MISS GERTRUDE E. CORNISH, Principal || 2 CHESTNUT STREET BOSTON, MASS. w AR D-= BE L MO NT | 
eas af | } FOR GIRLS AND YOUNG WOMEN 
Boarding School for Girls WARD-BELMONT combines high- 
Juni Hi h Cc ll P ti 7 est academic = and — 
lor Mi 0 tages of extensive grounds anc 
sh, ‘ — " pepaeaTen } Southern Church School equipment with that much-sought- 
One Special Intensive Year for Southern culture and refinement. 
. : : : WARD-BELMONT offers a six-year 
Secretarial, Domestic Science, Music and Art Courses | course of study embracing two years 
Amid magnificent estates. 40 acres. Ocean ° ° —_ of college ts well-balanced cur- 
frontage. Park-like grounds. Boston 20 miles. Church Schools in the Diocese of Virginia, Inc. rieulum meets the individual needs of 
Fall term begins September 25th President Bishop of Va. Kipise. Ch, ownerahin: health: eshol. WARD-BELMONT + 
, arship; culture: uty. St. " = ' . 
Mr. anv Mas. C. P. Kenpati Richmond: Ciwistchurch— $400. Christchurch PO. Bel mont Heights, Box 12,Nashville, Tenn. S 
- sex Oo. $800 — 
480 HALE ST., PRIDES CROSSING, MASs. =. 7 oe Anne’ s— 600. ¢ Charlottesville: St. Margaret’s—$450, Tap- : 
i —————— x Co. Catalogs from Principals. 
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4 Be autiful location. 
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eB 


’ | OnLake Virginia Winter Park, Florida 





Consult This 


Directory for 





the 


Best Schools 


for Your 


Children 
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Southern—Girls 
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Washing ton—Girls 


Southern—Boys 








Miss Harris’ Florida School 


Under northern management, northern faculty. 
Tourist pupils use home text-books. Outdoor 
classes, ocean bathing throughout winter. Board- 








ing and day school departments. Oc tober to June. 
1057 Brickell Avenue Miami, Florida 


CATHEDRAL SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
Orlando, Florida. 
Cameron Mann, D.D., 





Rt. Rev President. Gen- 
and elective courses. Faculty i7. Single rooms. 
Climate makes outdoors the 
gymnasium. Terms $500.00. Address, Secretary 
Cathedral School, Orlando, Florida. 





Species Schools 


vit tn 10) aaa An 





FAIRMONT $<%22 /°" 25th Year 


College Preparatory, two year College Course, 
or One Year Spec ial intensive training Jor ex- 
aminations. Music, Art, Expression, Domestic 
Science, Business, Physical Training. Educa- 
tional Resources of National C apital Utilized. 
Students from 45 States. 


Catalog and full information on request 


FAIRMONT SCHOOL, 2111 S. Street N. W., Washington, D. C. 











Southern—Co-ed 


ROLLINS COLLEGE 








Oldest Institution of Higher Learning 
in the State 


<a 
WHY NOT? 


Why not see your country while get- 
ting a college education? 

Why not take a year or more in Florida 
and come to Rollins, situated amid the 
orange groves, lakes and great resorts, 
where the flame vine crowns the lofty 
pines in January and the orange blos- 
soms fill the air with fragrance in Feb- 
ruary? 

Expenses, $450 per year. 

ao 

Standard courses leading to A.B. and 
B.S. degrees. Two-year Pre-Medical 
and Pre-Law courses. Two- and four- 
year courses in Business Administration. 
Conservatory offers instruction in any 
branch of Music; also B.M. degree. 














Washington—Girls 


Colonial Fchool 


FOR GIRLS 


In the finest residential section of Washington. 
Courses include grades, college preparatory, 3 
years’ collegiate work, music, art, expression, secre- 
tarial, domestic science. Athletics, dramatics. At- 
tractive social life within school. For catalog, 





Peers 





rin. 
Washington, D. C 


address Miss Charlotte Crittenden Everett, 
1533 Eighteenth Street 








ADDRESS OAKCREST 
THE SECRETARY WASHINGTON, D. 
bi 
_ GUNSTON HALL 
b 1924 Fiorida Ave., Washington, D. 
© A school for girls. Rate $1500. he and 


academic courses. Two years post graduate and 





Southern— Boys 


senna 





STAUNTON 
v ~ Military Academy 
Ideal Home School for Man- 
ly Boys. Boys 10 to 20 years 
prepared for Universities, 

Government Academies or 

Business. 

1,600 feet above sea-level. 
special teachers for young- 
er boys. Military training 

develops obedience, health, 
manly carriage.Gymnasium; 

swimming pool; athletic park, 
$600,000 plant, full equipment, 






Separate building and 


fireproof. Charges, $650. Catalog. Address 
COL. THOS. H. RUSSELL, B. S., Pres. 
Box Kable Station, Staunton, Va. 














Tome School 


A National Boarding School for Boys. On the 
Susquehanna, between Philadelphia and Balti- 
more. College Board standards, faculty of 
specialists. Single Rooms. Gymnasium, swim- 
ming pool and all athletics. Modern granite 
buildings. Rate 
$1100. 


Murray Peabody Brush, 
Ph.D., Port Deposit, 
Maryland 








Western—Boys 








NEW MEXICO 














STUY VESANT 


SCHOOL FOR BOY. 
WARRENTON, VIRGINIA 


In the foothills of the Blue Ridge, 
50 miles west of Washington 


New Buildings, 90 Acres, Open 

Air Gymnasium 

Scholarship: Small Classes. Individual In- 

struction, Preparation for Yale, Harvard and 
all other colleges. 

Athletics: Usual school sports, Football, Base- 

ball, Tennis, also Golf, Riding, Fox Hunting, 

and week-end camping trips. 


Equipment: 


Lower School for Boys 9 to 13 
Upper School for Boys 14 to college 


Terms $1250. Send for Catalog. 
EDWIN B. KING, M.A. (Yale) Headmaster 








SNYDER SCHOOL FOR BOYS 


Fall and Spring 
In the North Carolina Mountains on Lake 
Junaluska 
Winter term, January to April 
in Florida, On Captiva Island. 
College Preparatory and General Courses. 
Separate Group for Young Boys. 
For Illustrated Catalog Address 


Clarence Elmer Snyder, A.M.,935 Fine Arts Bidg., Chicago, lll. 








MILITARY INSTITUTE 


SUNSHINE STATE.” Exceptional 
nd junior college work. Well 
mic, military ¢ id physical train- 
thool. Every boy 
swimming, al % 










dry climate - altitude. 
Outdoor life ail "year. Moderate 
rates. Member of the Assoc 
tion of Military Colleges and 
Schools in U. S. For catalog, 
address 


Col. J. C. TROUTMAN, Supt. 








Box B Roswell, New Mexico 


HORPE 


I SCHOOL = Boys under 15 CAMP 


One hour from Chicago. Pelican, Lake Wis. 
Address Vice President’s Office, Lake Forest, Illinois 











WISCONSIN, Waukesha County, Delafield. 
’ oie Th ic 
St. John’s Military Academy ™4,45;<"I¢#" 
Eminently fitted for training American boys. Thor 
ough scholastic and military instruction. Situated 


on high ground, in Waukesha County Lake region. 
Catalogue. Box 30 J. 


MIAMI fit 


ical crows and mental direction. "on conserva- 
tive. Catalog. Col. Orvon Graff Brown, President, 
Box 240, Germantown, Near Dayton, Ohio 





MILITARY 
INSTITUTE 
College cis para- 
head am itary 





Northwestern Military and Naval Academy 


70 miles from Chicago. An endowed College 
Preparatory School and Junior College. Its dis- 
tinctive advantages and methods interest discrim- 
inating parents. 


Col. R. P. Davidson, Pres., Lake Geneva, Wisc. 


a MILITARY 
ULVER. ACADEMY 


For catalog address The 
Secretary, CULVER, Ind. 

















Fork Union Military Academy 
Fork Union, Va. 

A Standard Preps aratory School, located in the 
Heart of Virginia. 

Member of the Association of Military Colleges 
and Schools of . 

New Buildings pos 
0.6: 3 2.C. 


Equipment, 26th year. 


For catalog address 

















© college work. Music, Art, Expression. Co. N. J. PERKINS, Pres. Fork Union, Va. 
¢ Mrs. BEVERLEY R. MASON, Principal. stad : ‘ie 

= ~ ‘Db en * 
| BLUE RIDGE SCHOOL for BOYS 
Fs An _ accredited preparatory school, splendidly 
3 equipped and ideally located in healthful invigorat- 
“ ing climate. Satisfied patronage, high moral 
a tone, cultured environment. Junior department. 
e For catalog address J. R. Sandifer, Headmaster, 
& Box B, Hendersonville, North Carolina. 


Ay de 





Seminary 


James E. Ament, Ph.D., LL.D., President 
For girls. In suburbs of Washington, m. 2. 

Two-year Junior College with special and voca. 

tional courses. College Preparatory. Address 
Registrar, Box 170 Forest Glen, Maryland 


: CHEVY CHASE SCHOOL A school for 
Mthe girl of today and tomorrow. Courses: Prepara- 
~ ; two year advanced for high school graduates: 
Unrivalled location at the national capital. 
4 alog, address CHEVY CHASE Sc “erg Box B, 
REDERIC ERNEST FARRING TON, Head- 
| mi aster, Washington, D. C. 


















Ph.I 





| 





Fishburne Military School 


Prepares for universities and business 
Personal attention. R. O. T. C. under U War 
Department. 44th year. ¥ +. ‘$2: 50,000 AeeBhades’ 
equipment. Catalogue. MAJ. MORGAN 
HwupbaGIns, Prin., Box H, Waynesboro, Va. 


life. 





BLACKSTONE M LIT ARY ACADEMY 


College Preparatory and home school for boys in 
healthful Piedmont section of Virginia. Full Com- 
mercial Courses. New fire-proof Administration 
Building and Barracks. Tuition $525.00. For 
catalogue ig 
IL. E. 8. LIGON, as 

a. 





“he M, Blackstone, 

















ING-SMITH STUDIO-SCHOOL 








of WwaAS Hi! 










elective. 
of Washington; 





1751 New Hampshire Ave. 








Music—Languages—Dancing—Dramatic Art 


A school for young women, offering unique and unexcelled opportunities for cul- 
tural or professional study in an artistic and stimulating atmosphere. Other art 
subjects, academic or college work arranged that student desires. All subjects 
Tuition according to amount of work taken. 
week of opera in New York; 
Mr. and Mrs. August King-Smith, Directors 


NGTON and PARIS 


Unusual social advantages 
preparation for foreign travel. 


Washington, D. C. 











Western—Girls 


sus 








ATTRACTIVE PRIVATE HOME 
FOR YOUNG GIRL STUDENTS OF 
Moraine Park School, Dayton, Ohio 
Opportunity for few girls between 10 and 14 to enjoy all bene- 
fits and —e o real home life, ile senses splendid day 


school. Mu if desired Write » to Harper’s Bazar School 
Dept., 119 West 40th Street, ow York City 





FERRY HALL College preparatory, general high 
school and advanced courses. Also special instruc- 
tion in music, expression and domestic arts and 
sciences. Located in a well-known residence suburb 
on the shore of Lake Michigan, 28 miles from 
Chicago. For catalog, address Miss ELOIsE R. 
TREMAIN, Prin., Box 313, Lake Forest, III. 


TUDOR HALL SCHOOL 


Successful preparation for all colleges for women 
and for universities. General and Special Courses. 
Fireproof school and residence buildings. Science 
laboratories. Art studio. Gymnasium. Root A 
ground. Catalogue. MIss FREDONIA ALLE 
Principal, Indianapolis, Ind. 








Lenox Hall 


Select School for Girls. Enrollment limited. 
Catalogue, address 
Mrs. LOUISE M. THOMAS, Principal 


Box 1024 Kirkwood, Mo. 


For 





FRANCES SHiIMER SCHOOL 


For Girls and Young Women. 2 years College, 4 


years Academy. Music, Art, Expression, Home 
Economics. 71st year. 35 acres. Outdoor sports. 
9 buildings. Now College dormitory. Separate 


ae for yomaere girls. Opens September 12 
Catalog. REV.WM.P.McKEE, Dean, Box 660, Mt. 
Carroll, Ill. 





LINDENWOOD COLLEGE 


A Standard College for Young Women with Classi- 
eal, Vocational, Music, Art, and Expression de- 
partments. 114 acres of a for outdoor sports, 
Golf, Hockey, Tennis. 30 minutes from St. Louis 
Catalogue upon application. 

J. L. ROEMER, President, Box 523, St. Charles, Mo. 





THE BANCROFT SCHOOL 
For children whose mental develop- 
ment has not progressed normally 


A cultured home for the sons and 
daughters of gentlemen, in which 
they may receive training adapted 
to meet their individual needs, 
competent medical and hygienic 
care, protection from harmful 
contacts, desirable companionship 
and real affection. 


Address Box 165 
E. A. Farrington, M.D. 


Haddonfield, N. J. 
Jenzia Coulson Cooley 














i880 Seguin School 1923 


For Backward and Mentally Deficient Children 


Limited to 25 pupils, girls. young women, and boys 
under 12. No epileptics nor insane. Ten teachers, 
five governesses. Large grounds adjoining 50-acre 
park. Tuition and board from Sept. to June, $1800. 
Summer school in mountains June to Sept., $400 


Mrs. E. M. Seguin, Principal, Orange, N. J. 





DEVEREUX SCHOOLS 
BERWYN, PENNSYLVANIA 
BOYS JUNIOR GIRLS 
UNIQUE IN PURPOSE—PROGRESSIVE IN METHOD 


Three separate tutoring schools for children 

who need scientific observation and guidance 
Pre school Age through High School 

al emphasis placed on health education 

Academie and cultural courses 
Vocational training for manually minded students 
Male faculty in department for older boys 
Sixty-five acres—outdoor camp in summer session 





For Nervous and Backward Children 


4 The Stewart Home Training 
School for children of retarded 
mental development, is a pri 
vate Home and School on a 
beautiful Country Estate in the 
famous Blue Gr Region of 
Kentucky. Seven Buildings 
Cottage Plan. For illustrative 
_—— address, 
DR. JOHN P. STEWART 

nox a Frankfort, Ky. 












’ 

MISS WOODS’ SCHOOL 
For EXCEPTIONAL CHILDREN 
Individual training will develop the child who does 
not progress satisfactorily. 24 miles from Phila 

Booklet. 
MOLLIE WOODS HARE, Principal, 
Box 152 Langhérne, Pa. 





THE HEDLEY SCHOOL 
For children physically and socially normal, yet 
who require Indiv vidual instruction and personal 
attention. Montessori Kindergarten. Primary and 
Intermediate. Industrial = domestic arts; music. 
Beautiful country home. (12 miles from Phila.) 
. R. Hedley, M.D., resident physician, Mrs. J. R. 
Hedley, Principal. Box B, Glenside, Pennsylvania. 





The Trowbridge Training School 
A home school for nervous and backward children 
The Best in the West 
E. Haydn Trowbridge, M.D. 


2831 Forest Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 





THE WRIGHT ORAL SCHOOL 


For the Deaf gaa Partially Deaf. Mt. Morris Pk 
West, N. Y. City. Kindergarden to College En 
trance. A refined boarding and day school with 
home atmosphere. Large faculty. Individual atten 
tion. Outdoor gymnasium Instruction entirely 
by Oral and Auricular methods. Children from 
four years up accepted. Co-educational. Twenty- 
ninth year. 





THE BINGHAMTON TRAINING SCHOOL 
An ideal private home-school for nervous, back 
ward and mental defectives. No age limit. Phys 
ical Culture. Manual training and all branches 
Open year around. Terms 375 
Mr. and Mrs. Aucust A. B« 


NEW YORK, binghamton. 112 Fairview Ave 





Standish Manor 


A school for backward girls 
School courses, physical training, 


and High 
domestic 


Grade 
music, 


arts, bathing and water sports Intimate home 
care. 30-acre estate ALICE } NIYERS, Prin- 
cipal. HAzeEL G. CULLINGFORD, Asst. Principal, 


Halifax, Mass. 











Hawley School of Development 


For Nervous and Retarded Children. Specializes 
in Eurythmics and Speech Correction. English 
and Art Classes. Home Environment Limited 
number. 53 Strawberry Hill, Stamford, Conn. 
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All of These Schools Are Known Personally to Harper’s Bazar 











California to the 


assurance of their reliability. 


CALIFORNIA 


In every issue of Harper’s Bazar you will find the representative private schools from 
Eastern shores of the Atlantic. 
a representative of our School Department and their presence in Harper’s Bazar is an 
Without the slightest hesitancy you may enroll your son 
or daughter in that school which meets your own particular requirements. 


These have been personally visited by 











California—Boys 


















MILITARY ACADEMY 
A BIG SCHOOL FOR LITTLE BOYS | | 


Safety — Health — Happiness 
For Youngsters from 6 to 14 

Sympathetic, Watchful, Inteili- 
gent Ciuidanec 

Home Care and Training 

Capable, Motherly House-Ma- 
trons 

Women Teachers in Elemen- 
tary Grades 

Open-Air Sleeping Porches 

Outdoor Life in Sunny Southern 
California 

Military Training for the Little 
Fellows 

No boys over 14 admitted 

No High School pupils 

Send in applications early 

Beautiful Catalogue and View 
Book. Send for it 

ROBT. A. GIBBS, Headmaster 

Route 7, Box 948, Los Angeles, Cal 














«a: 
Urban Military Academy 
California's Most Beautiful School Est. 1904 
For young boys. New buildings, swimming 
pool, horsemanship, band, radio. In session all 
ear. Enroll now Catalog Manager, Wilcox and 
Melrose Sts., Los Angeles, California 








Harvard School (Military) 
Los Angeles, CALIFORNIA 
Leading Coast School for Boys. 24th year. 
For catalog, write 
Robert B. Gooden, Head Master 





SEALE ACADEMY 

(Military). Comfortable buildings in a charming 
eight-acre wooded park to live in, a gymnasium 
and seven-acre athletic field to play in, and all in 
the matchless climate of California. Accredited to 

the Universities. Catalogs 
GRENVILLE C. EMERY, 
Box H, Palo Alto, 


Headmaster 
California 





WILLIAM WARREN SCHOOL 


Prepares for Eastern and Western Universities 
Minimum age limit 7. Country School 50 minutes 
from San Francisco 


Box WS 


Menlo Park, California 





San Diego Army and Navy Academy 


Prepares for ¢ ‘olleges, West Point and Annapolis. 
Univ. of California's highest scholastic rating. 
Christian influences Land and water sports all 
year. Summer Session July 1—Sept. 1. Catalogue 
Address Capt. Thos. A. Davis, Box H, Pacific 
Beach Sta., San Diego, Cal. 





MONTEZUMA MOUNTAIN SCHOOL 


Los Gatos, California 
Accredited 
Outdoor Life all the year round 








Special Schools 


(oo ammarsaaes nena ee vamorairunrimnre 





FLORENCE NIGHTINGALE SCHOOL FOR 


BACKWARD CHILDREN 


KATONAH, N. Y. 
42 miles from New York City 
Rudolph 8. Fried, Principal 


SOUND VIEW SCHOOL 


FOR BACKWARD CHILDREN 
Individual Instruction 
70 Proapest St., Portchester, New York 
el. Portchester 1556 \ 












| circular, 


California— Girls 











Saiitiae California 


Orton School 


Outdoor Study all Winter. Academic 
and Collegiate Courses. Art, Music, 
Gymnasium, Riding, Tennis, ete. 


34th Year. ANNA B. ORTON, Prin. 




















Marlborough School for Girls 


5045 West Third Street, Los Angeles. 


Thirty-fourth Year An attractive home for 
forty girls. Beautiful new buildings; preparation 
for College; College Certificate rights 

Special advantages for Music; French; History of 
Art, ete 


Basketball; tennis; horseback riding 


Mrs. MARY 8. CASWELL, Principal. 
Miss ADA S. BLAKE, Associate Principal. 
of Los Angeles 


L I BRA R Y SC HOO L Public Library, 


Member Association American Library Schools. 
Professional training for all types of library work. 
Elective courses in high school librarianship, story- 
telling, business librarianship, bibliographic cata- 
loging Accredited to leading colleges. Entrance 
examination waived for college graduates. For 
address Director, Los Angeles, Cal. 








GIRLS’ COLLEGIATE SCHOOL 


1008 West Adams Street, Los Angeles, Cal. 
Thirty-second year begins Sept. 27th. Accredited. 
Offers G ieneral,College Preparatory, Special Courses 
—2 years post-graduate work, vocational, cultural. 
Beautiful Spanish buildings. Outdoor life a reality. 

Miss PARSONS and Miss DENNEN, Principals. 





s , 
Miss Harker’s School 
Palo Alto, California. 
Prepares for Eastern and Western colleges. Post- 
graduate department Grammar and Primary 
grades. Enrollment limited. For Catalog, address 
Box *B,"’ CATHERINE HARKER, A.B. Vassar, Prin. 


| | Professional 


uncut 








Professional 

















Miss Conklin’s 


. 
Secretarial School 
Professional Training 
Practical courses for girls 
and women. School occupies 
Studios of the Tilden Build- 
ing. Attractive roof garden 
is for exclusive use of pupils. 
Bureau of Placement is of 
recognized reputation. 
Graduates are sought for re- 
sponsible positions. 
Illustrated booklet 
105 West goth Street 
<q New York City 
Telephone crcl ne 3758 











KATHARINE GIBBS SCHOOL*/* 
SECRETARIAL é& EXECUTIVE 


Training for educated women 


BOSTON NEW YORK PROVIDENCE 
247 Berkeley St. 247 Park Ave. 155 Angell St. 


One-year course includes technical, 
economic, and broad business training, 
preparing for superior positions. 
Two-year course for students not de- 
siring college, but wishing a cultural as 
well as business education. 

Seven months’ course—executive train- 
ing for college women and women with 
business experience. 


Residence School in Boston 




















THE ANNA HEAD SCHOOL ‘Seprargeci ae” 


High School graduates admitted without examina- 
tion to all colleges using accrediting system. 
Ntude nts prepared for college board examinations. 
Post-graduate, primary and intermediate depart- 
ments. Cheerful. homelike school with outdoor 
life year round. Address 

Miss Mary E. Wilson, Prin., Box H, Berkeley, Calif. 


ELLIOTT SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 


In heart of residential Los Angeles. Residence and 

Jay through 9th grade. Ideal Home Life. Char- 
acter Building. Out-of-door classes. Open the 
entire year. Pupils accepted at any time. 








Box HB, Los Angeles, California 
Professional 








PROSPECT HEIGHTS HOSPITAL 


Located twenty minutes from Theater and Shop- 
ping District, New York City 2 year 
course in Nursing to young women hav ‘ing one year 
or more High School, $15 and $20 per month, uni- 
forms furnished For particulars apply to Supt. 
of Nurses, ¥ =a Avenue and St. Johns Place, 
Brooklyn, 








Wanted—Nurses to Enter Training 

W. A. FOOTE, MEMORIAL HOSPITAL, JACK- 
SON, MICHIGAN. 

Three years’ course, accredited school, uniforms 

furnished, monthly allowance. Minimum require- 

ment, two years high school. Apply Superintendent. 








EIGHT - HOUR DAY, SIX-DAY WEEK, ONE MONTH VACATION A YEAR 
CROUSE-IRVING HOSPITAL Syracuse, N. Y. 
TRAINING SCHOOL for NURSES 200 Beds 


Full Regents course, leading to degree R.N., given in two 
years to Shigh school graduates. Next class September Ist. 




















Girls’ Camps | 











SARGENT C AM PS Peterboro, N. H. 


The Athletie Camps for G ~e. 
Senior Camp, ages 15-2 
Junior Camp, ages 8-15 
Sargent Camp Club, ages 20 and over 
Address Secretary, 8 Everett St., Cambridge, Mass 











Professional 











Lesley School of Household Arts 


Special course—one year. Regular course—two 


years Dormitory New school building. For 
catalog address 

Mrs. Epirh Lestey WOLFARD, 
Cambridge, Mass. 


29 Everett St., | 


WOMEN! 
BECOME INDEPENDENT 


Improve your own appearance while 
learning to improve that of others 


Become a member of this highly respected pro- 
fession. Marinello graduates lead everywhere 
—are known and sought—earn $3,000 to 
$20,000 a year. Learn scientifically and 
thoroughly at the largest and best-equipped 
schools of beauty culture in the country. 
Marinello teaches Facial and Scalp Treatments, 
Shampooing, Manicuring, Marcel and Water 
Waving, Hairdressing, Permanent Waving and 
Electrolysis. 
Day and night classes, advanced and elemen- 
tary. Easy terms. Call or write for our School 
Catalog. 
THE MARINELLO SYSTEM 
366B Fifth Avenue 806B Tower Court 
New York City Chicago, Ill. 





Register Now For 
BALLARD SECRETARIAL COURSE 


Established 50 Years 
SC 4 00 L 610 Lex. Ave., at 53rd St. 
Central Branch Y.W.C.A. 


The Brown School of Commerce 

Develops highly efficient Business Executives and 

Secretaries. Small group instruction. Day classes 

for women. Night, co-educational. Fine-paying 

positions await our ‘graduates. Address Box 
25 West 45th Street, New York City 











Domestic Arts and Science 


Our one-year courses in Homemaking and 
Institutional Management which include 
instruction in Cookery, Marketing, House- 
hold Management, Sewing, Dressmaking, 
and Millinery are invaluable to any girl or 
woman. Expert instruction. A recognized 
institution with residence for students. 


Fall Term Opens October 10. Catalog Upon Request. 
Address: The School of D ic Arts & Sci 





Musical Opportunity 


Well-known musician and his wife will reside in 
beautiful residence in Havana, Cuba, from October 
20th to May 15th. Will consider two talented 
pupils who would appreciate cultured home-life in 
this charming old x and best professional in- 
struction in vocal, iano, and violin. Three 
languages spoken." nterview by appointment 
only. References exchanged. Address *‘ Musical 
Opportunity,"’ Harper's Bazar a Dept., 119 
West 40th Street, New York City 








LOUISE LAKIN SCHOOL 


Foundation Music 
ESTABLISHED 1919 

Elementary — advanced — normal. Unique in 
the fact that together with a thorough musical 
training it gives a complete course in the busi- 
ness management of a studio. Resident and 
day pupils. Normal course opens September 
25. For information write 

Secretary, 2111 Bancroft Place, Washington, D. C 








Cincinnati Conservatory of Music 


Founded 1867, by Clara Baur. Faculty of Inter- 
—— reputation. Every branch of musical 
raining. Residence Dept. Beautiful grounds. 
oth year opens Sept. 4th. For circular and 
catalogue address BERTHA Baur, Directress. 
Oak Street and Burnet Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio. 





AMERICAN PROGRESSIVE PIANO SCHOOL 


Widely endorsed by eminent artists. Normal 
course for teachers. Well.trained assistant teach- 
ers for fundamental work. Write for circular. 


GUSTAVE L. BECKER, Director, Carnegie Hall, 
New York City 


MACLEAN College of Music, Dra- 
matic and Speech Arts 
Regular session now. Vocal art—musical comedy— 
stagecraft—expression and dramatic art. Excellent 
instructors. Individual attention. Convenient loca- 
tion. Enter any time. 
2835 S. Michigan Avenue, Box T, Chicago, III. 











American College of Physical Education 
Cc. O. CARLSTROM, G.D., President 
Accredited. Co-Educational. Fall term be- 
gins Sept. 19th. Will be quartered in newly 
equipped building near Lincoln Park. Largest 
gymnasium in Chicago, large swimming pool, 
class rooms, etc. Graduate Placement Bureau. 
Two year Normal Course and B. P. E. Course. 
Catalog on request 


Dept. H.B.9 1005 Diversey Bivd., Chicago 














Posse Normal School of Gymnastics 
MASSACHUSETTS, Boston, 779 Beacon Street 
For women. 33d year. Modern building. Courses of 
one, two and three years. Present conditions have 
created great demand for our graduates. Courses 
in Medical Gymnastics and Playgrounds. Summer 

Camp. Apply to THE SECRETARY. 





— 
The Sargent School ‘Eacczticn’ 
Established 1881. Booklet on request. 


D. A. SARGENT L. W. SARGENT 
Cambridge 38, Mass. 


The Marjorie Webster School 


of Expression and Physical Education 
2-year Normal course. 1-year Professional course. 
Summer school of 6 weeks. Fall term September 17. 
Day and Night school. Dormitory. Catalogue 

1415 Massachusetts Ave., N. W., Washington, D. C. 








Miss Lillian A. Kemp, Director—Box 28 
6 North Michigan Avenue, Chicago, III. 














—LOW THORPE 


School of Land Architect 
36 miles from Bosto: 
Courses in Landscape Architecture and 

Planting Design 
Extensive werdens offer exceptional oppor- 
tunities to students desiring theory and prac- 


tice. 
“® AMY L. COGSWELL, Principal 
Groton, Massachusetts 


for Women 

















THE CAMBRIDGE SCHOOL 
DOMESTIC ARCHITECTURE AND 
LANDSCAPE ARCHITECTURE :: :: 


CAMBRIDGE, MASSACHUSETTS 





Worcester Domestic Science School 

One and two year Normal and Home-making 
courses. Trains for teachers of cookery, sewing, 
matrons, dietitians. Normal Domestic Science 
training. Red Cross work. Graduates core 
exceptional positions. Opens Oct. 2, 1923. 
dress BEATRICE AMOS, Secretary, ‘158 Tastitute 
Road, Worcester, Massachusetts. 








Edith Coburn Noyes School 


Character Development, Oral Eng- 
lish, Drama, Voice, Psychology 


AN unusual school offering genera] and 
practical education under progressive 
methods. Fully equipped little theatre. 
Comprehensive instruction in Dramatic 
Art and allied subjects. Cultivation of 
personality, self confidence and poise. 
Sixteenth year opens September 24, 1923 
Write for booklet describing courses 


Edith Coburn Noyes, Principal i 


Symphony Chambers, Boston 





Emerson College of Oratory 
Largest School of Oratory, Belles-lettres 
* and Pedagogy in America. Summer 
Session. 4th year. Degrees granted. 
Address HARRY SEYMOUR Ross, Dean, 
Huntington Chambers, Boston. 





ALBERTI SCHOOL OF EXPRESSION 


1114 Carnegie Hall, N. Y. C. 
(Entrance 7th Ave., cor. 56th St.) 
Regular Courses October to June. Connected 


with Stuart Walker's Companies and Young 7 


People’s Theatre, Inc. 





Leland Powers School 


of the Spoken Word. Distinguished for the success 
of its graduates. For catalogue address 
The Director, 
Massachusetts, Boston, Upper Fenway. 
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AMERICAN ACADEMY 
OF DRAMATIC ARTS 


Since 1884 the Standard Institution of Dramatic 
and Expressional Training and velopment 
of Personality for any calling in life. 


Fall Term Begins Oct. 26 


Extension Courses in Cooperation with 
COLUMBIA UNIVERSITY 
Trustees: 

Franklin H. Sargent, Paid 

Daniel Frohman John Drew 
Augustus Thomas Benj. F. Recke 
Illustrated Catalog of all Courses from 
Room 175-1, CARNEGIE HALL, New York 


SFFFFFFSSSFFSSSFSF SSS SSS 

















DENISHAWN 


Ruth St. Denis and Ted Shawn 
School of Dancing 
New permanent studio in New York City 


Winter courses—7 months—open October 22nd. 
Branch studios in important cities 
throughout the country. 

Short courses always open. 

For booklets and information address 


GERTRUDE C. MOORE, National Director 
327 West 28th Street New York City 








NEW YORK SCHOOL OF 
FINE AND APPLIED ART 


Frank Alvah Parsons, President 
Wm. Odom, Director in Paris 


New York 


The only international, professional school 
for Interior Architecture and Decoration; 
ot ag Design and Illustration; Stage 
Design; Graphic and Poster Advertising; 
Decorative Design; Teachers’ Training 
and Lecture Courses; Painting. 


Register now for New York Sept. 
CIRCULARS 
| Actress 2039 Broadway, N. Y. 


Paris London 


7th 








TRAPHAGEN 

COOPERATIVE 
SCHOOL of 
FASHION 


THE first and onlyschool 
in America which 
bridges the gulf between 
the amateur and the pro- 
fessional. In it the school 
and business house are 
combined. All phases, 
from elementary to com- 
plete mastery, are taught 
with least delay compati- 
ble with thoroughness. 


Write now for announce- 
ment B. 





Address 

ETHEL TRAPHAGEN 
Bryant Park Studio Building 

80 West 40th Street New York 























Master Institute 
of United Arts 


MUSIC — PAINTING—SCULPTURE 
ARCHITECTURE — OPERA CLASS 
BALLET — DRAMA — LECTURES 

“To open the door to Beauty” 
Comprehensive courses in every branch 
of art are given by eminent faculty. 

Privilege of attending general lectures 
on all arts extended to enrolled students. 

Special department for children. 

After Oct. 1, 1923, in New Home, 

310 RIVERSIDE DRIVE 
Send for Catalogue H. 


312 West 54th St., New York City 











SCHOOL “" 
THEATRE ‘° 


Threshold Playhouse 
DIRECTORS 


CLARE TREE MAJOR FRANK CRAVEN 
WALTER HAMPDEN ~~ ELSIE F ERGUSON 
GEORGE ARLISS ERNEST TRUEX 






Students play six nights and two mati- 
nees weekly for six months before gradua- 
tion—Professional Directors Only—Scenic 
Design — Production — Dancing — Fenc- 
ing — Pantomime — Voice Development — 
Shakespearean Reading, etc.—Special eve- 
ning classes for students employed during 
the day. 


Fall Term opens October rst. 
Registration Limited. 
Write for Catalog to the Director 
CLARE TREE MAJOR 
571 Lexington Avenue New York City 

















DANCE ARTS 


PHOTOPLAY SINGING 
43 WEST 72°ST, NEW YORK 


The astonishing success of Alviene Graduates is 
due to masterful instruction, and the stage experi- 
ence afforded students at the Alviene Art Theatre, 
plus an eminent faculty, headed by Mr. Alviene 
(HIMSELF), the famous Producer of Celebrated 
Artists, who has taught Mary Pickford, Alice Joyce, 
Annette Ke llerman, Joseph Santley, Taylor Holmes, 
Dolly Sisters, Mary Miles Minter, Harry Pilcer, 
Laurette Taylor, Fred and Adele Astair, Mary 

Nash, Eleanor Painter, Florence Nash, Mabel 
Ballin and others. Write Sec. HARPER IRWIN, 
stating study desired. 





ELIZABETH MACK STUDIOS 


Classes forming to produce plays. 
Private lessons and small classes. “VOICE 
Summer term in Paris. <a 
Studio, 15 West 12th Street. FRE 
N.Y.C. LITERATURE 





te King’s Schoolot Oratory 


‘ourses for EC ARTS. ELOCUTION 


oice Denitively cured. Largest 
School of Speech Arts in America. Send 
~ prospectus, Pittsburgh, Pa., Mt. 
Oliver, 


NEW YORK SCHOOL OF EXPRESSION 


(Chartered by Regents of N. Y. State University) 
30th year. Fall Term, Oct. 8th. Class and private 
instruction; voice training for public speaking, stage, 
conversation. Saturday and Evening Classes. De- 
fective speech sured. Catalogue. 332 W. 56th St., 
New York City. 








Distinctive Millinery is the Mark 
of a Well Dressed Woman 


Learn to create your own exclusive styles in a 
thoroughly practical and well-equipped school, 
under the personal direction of an expert. 

Completion of course permits fulfilling respon- 
sible, lucrative positions. Bay and Evening Classes. 
Booklet upon request. 


ADELAIDE MILLER STUDIO 


20 WEST FORTY-NINTH STREET 
NEW YORK CITY = (Just off Fifth Avenue) 











CHALIF 


Russian Sc’ 
of DANCING 


Art 
IN 


Dancing 
New Term Sept. 1 
Catalog on Request 
163-165 W. 57th St., N.Y. 


Che NEW, YORK SCHQGOL, of 


INTERIOR DECORATION 
IO PARK AVE “NEW YORK CITY 


Practical Training Course 
A nag months’ course in period styles. 
color harmony, selection and use o 
furniture, fabrics, etc. Also courses in 
interior decorative design and craft- 
manship. Fall term starts Oct. 3rd. 
Send for Catalogue 40 


























| Alexander 
Oumansky 


Ballet Master of the Capitol 
Theater. Announces classes 
in ballet,classic, stage dancing 
RUSSIAN BALLET SCHOOL 
110 West 47th Street, New York 
Tel. Bryant 9339 for particulars 











ADELAIDE & HUGHES 


Studio of Dance 
Classes for all classic dancing. Stage dances created. 
Amateur performances staged. Children’s Saturday 
classes— rc ages—from Sept. 15th. Physical culture 
classes. Catalog. 45 West 57th St., Plaza 7635. 





SKYLAND SCHOOL OF DANCE 
(In New York—High above the Hudson) 
MARSHALL HALL—Director 
ro rly of oe ra Co., ete. 
ATOLE BOURMAN — Imperial 
the atre, Petrograd— Ballet Master, 
Strand Theatre, New Yor 
Distinctive Dancecraft for the Theatre 
and Ball Room—Story Dancing for 
Children. Normal Course’ for Teachers. 
300klet on request. 
e@ Chatsworth Roof 
T2nd on "ted Riverside Drive, N. Y. C. 
rel. Endicott 1307. 





Winter Term—48th Year of 


The Art Students’ League 


Life Drawing and Painting, Portrait, Still Life. 
Illustration and Composition, Antique, Modeling 
(Portrait and Figure) directed by 


Boonen Boss George Luks 
eB. Bridgman Charlies J. Ma 
lene du Bois 


Kenneth A ney Miller 
des 


Fak Vv. Du Mond Kimon teases 


Anne Goldthwaite H. E. Schnakenberg 
Frederic W. Goudy William so Schlegel 
Robert Henr lohn Sloa 

Richard F. Lahey Duncan Smith 

Leo Lentilli Allen Tucker 


Hayley Lever Forbes Watson 


George E. Wolfe 

New Classes in Wood Block and Color Printing, 
Charles B. Falls; Mura] and Dramatic Composition, 
J. Monroe Hewlett; Mediums and Figure Drawing, 
Edward Penfield; Etching and Lithography, 
Joseph Pennell. For catalog, address 
The ART STUDENTS’ LEAGUE of N. Y. 

Box H, 215 West 57th Street, New York 





DESIGNING and MILLINERY 


Dressmaking and Pattern Cutting taught for whole- - 
sale, retailor homeuse * Day and Evening Classes.’ 

Call or write for particulars. McDowell —. 
making and Millinery School. Established 1876. 
No Branches. 58 West 40th St., New York. 





HARRIETTE MELISSA MILLS 
Kinder, ~~ ¥ -Primary Training School 
Affilia with New York University. Students 
enrolled for Sept. and Feb. 
facilities. Excellent positions for gr: a 
Address Miss HARRIETTE MELISSA MILLS, 
Principal, Six B. New York University Bldg., 
Washington Square, New York City. 


Exceptional residence 








NEW YORK SCHOOL OF APPLIED 
DESIGN FOR WOMEN 


460 Lexington Ave., N. Y. City. 32nd year 


Textile Designing, Fashion Drawing, 
Poster and Commercial Art, Interior 
Decoration, Historic Ornament, Illus- 
tration. Preparatory courses. 


Positions and orders filled. 




















Costume Design 
Millinery Design 
Fashion Illustration 


Fall registration now going on. Oldest, 
largest, most famous school. More grad- 
uates in high-salaried positions than all 
other schools combined. Individual in- 
struction. Limited enrollment—so call 
or write for information early. Also home- 
study courses. 


FASHION ACADEMY, Inc. 
Studio 49 Off Fifth Avenue 
21 East 79th St., New York City 
Philadelphia, Pa. San Francisco, Cal. 
1432 No. Broad St. Scottish Rite Temple 








nm 


CHOOL of AMERICAN SCULPTURE 
9 East 59th St., New York City 
Opening October Ist. Instructors: Mahonri 
Young, Laura Gardin Fraser, Mario Korbel, 

Francis Adams Kent. 











THE 
SEELEY SCHOOL 


Interior Decoration 


An attractive profession taught in a unique 
and practical way —thorough training 
through actual wor Graduates qualified 
to supervise all forms Interior Decoration, 
Draperies in all forms, Period 
furniture, Rugs, Color com- 
binations, Treatment of walls 
and floors— Room ensemble. 
A 4 months’ daily course, morning or 
evening sessions. Next resident term 
commences Sept. 20. 


748 Madison Ave. Tel. Rhinelander 8165 














SCHOOL OF DESIGN 

AND LIBERAL ARTS 
212 West 59th St., N. Y. C. 

DESIGN : COSTUME: LIFE 

INTERIOR DECORATION 

4 and 8 months’ intensive, practical courses 








P. Clement-Brown 
Fall _courses start Sept. 4 
‘ostume Design 
recognized by exclusive 

fth Avenue shops as the 
standard of highest pro- 
ficiency. 

Amateurs and profes- 

stonals —— write for 

Sree catalog. 

BROWN’S SALON — Filth Ave. NY; 
aris New York San Francisco 

















THE FLORENCE WILDE STUDIO OF ILLUSTRATION 


63 West 9th Street New York 


Short, practical courses in all branches of commer- 
cial illustration, under personal supervision of 
Mis. Wilde, formerly of Pratt Institute. Enroll- 
ment limited. | 





BOSTON SCHOOL of aby aal | etapa 
orrespondence Cou 
Course A—Professional Training re) ourse 
Course B—Domestic Course.—How to Plan Your 
Own House. 
Enrollment limited—Write for Prospectus. 
Address P. O. 143, Boston (Copley Station), Mass. 


SHORT-STORY WRITING 


A PRACTICAL forty-lesson course in 











the writing and marketing of the Short- 
Story taught by Dr. J. Berg Esenwein, 
Editor of The Writer’s Monthly. 
page catalog free. Please address: 

The Home Correspondence School 
Dept. 19 Springfield, Mass. 


150 





Dr. Esenwein 
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‘YOU MAY FEEL THE 
PRESSURE OF EXAC- 
TING INSTRUCTION 
WHILE IN OUR_9D 
STUDIOS; YOU WILL 
HAVE THE PLEAS~ 
URE OF A PROFITABLE PRO-~ 
FESSION WHEN YOU GO OUT 


ORESS DESIGN * FASHION ILLUSTRATION 
CARTOONING * COMMERCIAL ART 
ARTS OF THE STAGE’ INTERIORS 
DECORATION * (NOUSTRIAL ART 
NORMAL ART * HANDICRAFTS 
* ILLUSTRATION * PAINTING * 


Tor Details & Reservations Write 
Thee CHICAGO ACADEMYFFINE ARTS 
CARLIN. WERNTZ * OIRECTOR 
81 EAST MADISON STREET CHICACO 
- Jall term opens September 3¢ 


»=NO(iLVayOoOIG ABOIMIALN! 


HANDICRAFTS * FASHION DRAWING = ILLUSTRATION 
» NOI/I0 JWNLJOO =» LAV oWIDUINWOD = ONILNIVG 


























WE TEACH 
COMMERCIAL 


ART 


‘‘Use Your Spare Time 
for Pleasure or Profit’’ 


Meyer Both Company, the largest 
commercial art organization in the 
field, offers you a different and prac- 
tical training. If vou like to draw, 
develop your talent. Study this 
practical course—taught by this wide- 
ly known institution, with twenty-two 
years success—which each year pro- 
duces and sells to advertisers in the 
United States and Canada over ten 
thousand commercial drawings. Who 
else could give you so wide an experi- 
ence? Commercial art isa business 
necessity—a highly paid, intensely in- 
teresting profession, equally open to 
menand women. Home study instruc- 
on, Get facts before you en- 
oll in any school. Write for 
CEeV Tees our ientreted Book, “YOUR 
Bee Sol ces see al maltione Sour 
a ie cost 0 tour 

cents in stamps. 


Meyer Both Company 
Dept. of Art Instruction 
Michigan Ave., at 20th St., 

Dep.s3 CHICAGO, ILL. 
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Free Dog Book] 


by noted specialist. Tells 
how to 
FEED AND TRAIN 
your do; 
KEEP HiM HEALTHY 
and 
CURE DOG DISEASES 


How to put dog in condi 
tion, kill fleas, cure scratch 
ing, mange, distemper 
Gives twenty-five famous 


Q-W DOG REMEDIES 


and 150 tilustrations of dog leads, training 
collars, harness, stripping combs, dog houses, 
etc. Mailed free 


Q-W LABORATORIES 


Dept. 2 Bound Brook, New Jersey 















KEEP YOUR DOG WELL 


Sergeant's Condition Pills are a splend 
tonic for weak, ailing 
puppies. Build strength and he 


dealers or from 
A_ Medicine | 


1 


lice! 
Hstiess, 





ogs an 
alth, 60c at 









us Dy mall. 


DOG BOOK 


Polk Miller's famous 
Dog Book, 64 pages, 
on care, feeding and 
training, also pedi- 
zree blank, ailment 
chart and Sen. Vest's 
celebrated ‘Tribute 
to a Dog.” Write 
today for a free copy. 





)) Governor St., 
-{ Richmond, Va.4 























[igh class 


1 POLK MILLER DRUGCO. 
Coon Hounds; 


kor Sale : 
Opossum ane 


Skunk Hounds; Rabbit and Squirrel Dogs. | 








\lso high class Bird Dogs. Broke 

and unbroke. Special Summer list free. 

Blue Ridge Farm Kennels 
Higdons Store, 











SHERLEY’S 


English Dog Medicines 
and Lactol 
Best Dog Remedies in the World 
For Sale by 
ABERCROMBIE & FITCH CO. 


Madison Ave. & 45th St., New York 
and Jordan Marsh Co., Boston 


Booklet mailed free on request. 

If Your Dog Is Sick 
all run down, thin and 
unthrifty, with matu- 
rated eyes, high-colored 
urine and harsh staring 
coat, “eating grass” 
won't help him. Dent's 
Condition Pills will 
They are a marvelous 
tonic for mange, dis- 
temper, indigestion and 
out of sorts. Price 50c., 
druggists or mail 


Dent Medicine Co., Newburgh, N.Y. 





















PEKINGESE 


FINEST AND BEST EQUIPPED KENNELS IN THE WORLD 


All ages and colors 


Chiefly “Sleeve Dogs” and puppies 


Champion Bred 


SOME AS LOW AS $25 


Satisfaction guaranteed 


Send for p! 


hotographs and description 


MRS. H. A. BAXTER 


489 FIFTH AVENUE, 


New York 


Tel. Vanderbilt 1236 


GREAT NECK, L. I. 
Tel. Great Neck 418 














WILDROID KENNELS 
Registered 
Oldest breeders of Pe- 
kingese. The real Orien- 
tal style of Pekes 
Splendid puppies and 
Prize winning grown 
dogs at sensible prices 
Address: MRS. ANNIE 
A. CAMPBELL, 
32 Mason Avenue, 
Binghamton, New York 





Belgian 


world. Wonderful with 
children. This small 
black Belgian dog with 
fox-like head, short coat 
and absence of tail, 
which has recently prov- 
enso popular in Amer- 
ica, weighs 10 to 14 Ibs 
Pedigreed, Registered 
Puppies from $35 up. 
VERHELLE STOCK FARM 
FD. 3, Somerville, N. J 


Schipperkes 


Best Watchdog in the 








THE HIGHNOON 
COLLIE KENNELS 
Picture and pedigree tell 
the story 
Collies in any color and ages 


GRAND 
UNRELATED 


STUD DOGS 4 


THE HIGHNOON KENNELS 


1619 Glenwood Avenue 
Youngstown, Ohio 


Mem ro 
The Collie Club of America 








Fort Worth, Texas. 
Dun’'s. 





POLICE DOG 


from the world’s finest bloodlines, the one man 
dog of human intelligence, combining the good 
qualities of all breeds. Males $100; females $75. 

GLEN GARDEN KENNELS 
Brown Harwood, Owner, 
Reference: Bradstreet’s, 


PUPPIES 


(reg.) 
110 W. 4th St. 











This wonderful new kind of soap with 
its Healing,Stimulating Oils of the Pine 
Forests positively destroys fleas, It re- 
lieves many skin diseases, removes dog 
odors and improves the coat generally. 
Contains No Carbolic -- Delightfully Fragrant 
Used by A.S.P.C.A. of 
New York City 

An exceptional Shampoo for the Human 
Head. Overcomes Dandruff, Falling Hair 
and Itching Scalp. 

Handy Jars, 35¢ 

Quart Can, $1.00 

The SANITAS CO., Inc. 

33 Keap St., Brooklyn, N.Y. 


Annals 














Kills Fleas 


Blow it into the dog’s coat with a powder-gun. 
It will prevent him from bringing fleas into the 
house and keep him comfortable and good-tem- 
pered; no dog can be safe if tormented by fleas. 








German 
Shepherd 
Dogs 


We have some ex- 
ceptional Pups sired ¥ 
by our noted {Cham- 
pions Schatz von Ho- 
hentann, Ch. Kix von 
Oeceringer, Ch. Dolf of 
Joselle 
GIRALDA FARMS 
| Madison 


Champion Giralda | 










New Jersey < 


chatz 





J 











The Largest Bull Dog 
Kennels in the World 








This photo shows a wel! 
merited result of a most 
excellent blending of the 
blood of our most typi- 
cal winners. 

We have some puppies 
now. Males $50.00 up. 
Females $35.00 up. 


FERN LEA KENNELS 
Box 8 
Bayville, L. 1., N. Y. 








GLENWILD RUSSI 


BORZOI 


The favorile dog of the Russian Court 
They are gentle, yet courageous 

The ideal companion for your child 
AN 
KENNELS 


7442 Greenview Avenue, Chivago 


WOLFHOUND 


Puppy Dogs’ Tails 


FREE BOOK on treatment 


and Care of Dogs (Including 


Puppies) Address: Humphrey’s 
| Veterinary Remedies, 156 
| William Street, New York. 





Non-pe ; harmless to dogs and humans. 
Kills insects by inhalation. Fleas breathe it, 
and die. In the red-and-yellow wrapper bearing 
the Black Flag trademark. At all drug, 
grocery, department and hardware stores. 
Three sizes: 15c., 40c., 75c. (except West 








of Denver, Col., Canada and foreign coun- 

tries). Or direct by mail on receipt of 

price. BLACK FLA 
Smallwood & Eagle Sts., Baltimore, Md. 

















OR Sale—High class 

Winning Wire-haired 
and Smooth Fox 
Terriers, Irish Terriers, 
Airedale Terriers, West 
Highland Terriers, Bull 
Terriers and mostly all 
breeds for sale. 


Ipply 


ALF DELMONT 
leeds Kennels Wynnewood. Pa. 











THE BROCKWAY 


cutest dogs on earth. 


SNOW WHITE ESQUIMO PUPPIES 
_ 7 The smartest, handsomest and | CHOW PUPPIES 
) . i the thing for children, play- 


j ful, harmless as a kitten and 
very affectionat 

of ‘‘Pep,’’ my puppies are 
raised on a K 
Full 
health. 
for illustrated catalog. 
liberal. 
to responsible parties. 
antee safe delivery anywhere. 
KENNELS, Baldwin, 


Just 


e. Always full 





Kansas farm. 
of vigor, picture of 
Send 5c in stamps 
Terms 
Will ship on approval 
Guar- 


Kansas 














Box 62 








C.K.C, 31042 


The Great Young Airedale 


We have puppies occasion- 
ally for sale from the above dog and the well 
known female * Kenwyn Babbie.”” 
Doctor's certificate accompanies each 
For further information write 
AIRY-RUN KENNELS (REG.) 


“PARKTON PETE"’ 
(Imported) 
A.K.C. 341101, 


At Stud 


dog. 








Mercedes, Texas 
a aeeermnt 

















Captivator Coie Kennets 
(Registered ) 


farm raised 
and show form 


and bred for 
Won- 
marked 


UR collies 
both intelligence 


are 


derful companions Handsomely 
Prices very reasonable considering quality. 
Address: Miss Erma B. SLIKE, P. O. B. 295, 





Charleston, West Virginia. 


“Strong Heart’’ Police Dogs 


ter plu 


“Charac 
Y u Ca 
can't 


: SUN BEAM FARM 
. TRONG HEART KENNELS 


Appearance”’. 
but you 





pay more 


a better dog. 





New Brunswick, Easton Pike, N. J. 








Wu 
Hills 
Millburn 


PEKINGESE 
Of the Highest Quality 
All colors. Attractive prices. 
Puppies sired by the famous 
Wee Chi of Trafford Kow Kee. 
Inspection of kennels invited. 
Correspondence a pleasure. 


Address 
Mrs. H. L. Sears 
Kee Kennels, Old Short 
Road and Marion Ave. 
New Jersey 











PEKINGESE 


| Exclusively. From prize 
winning, registered stock. 
Best of breeding. Nothing 
under $50.00. Satisfaction 
guaranteed.Correspondence 
a Pleasure. Address: Kinryo 
Kennels, akwood 
Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio 











FOR SALE 


From Champion Stock 
Stud List upon request 


Manchoover Kennels 
1801 Green Bay Road 
Glencoe, Illinois 


Owned by Mrs. H. Earl Hoover 











CHOW CHOWS 
SPLENDID RED OR BLACK 
PUPPIES FOR SALE 
For prices and full particulars address 


MRS. E. A. REED, Hor Binn Kennels, 


67 Summer St., Taunton, Mass. 























BULLDOGS 
The good old English 
Bulldog in spite of his 
forbidding appearance 
is gentle and affection 
ate and makes a grand 
pal for children 

We usually have pup 
pies for sal $100.00 
and up Send stamp 
for descriptive booklet 


The Auburncrest Kennels, Reg. 
128 Opera Place 
° Ohio 








MEAT FIBRINE 
EVERY SIZE AND BREED 


SPRATT’ PATENT LT'D 
NEWARK,N.J s 


OVALS 
3 


me BISCUIT 


A WHOLESOME AND HEALTHFUL 


BISCUIT FOR 


RITE 
FOR 
AMPLES 




















PEKINGESE 


Puppies for Sale. Dogs 
at Stud Both Im- 
vorted and American 
red Stock. Satisfac- 
tion guaranteed. Cor- 
respondence invited. 
Hic Ona Kennels 
(Mias L. G. Hicks, Owner) 












Phone Fall River 2126-R 
Blossom Road 








North Westport, Mass. 








SHEPHERD (Police) DOGS 


The Ideal Companion 


Box 3, Springfield Gardens, L.1. 


Just 40 minutes from Manhattan 


and Protector 
Write today for Ilus- 
trated Booklet 


PALISADE KENNELS 








any dog in the country. Prices 
$30 
_ Send stamp for illustrated 





Boston Terriers 
A few choice specimens, both 
sexes, for sale, by the celeorated 

FAS' ON 
A. K. C. 107292 
Finest head and expression of 





circular. 
MASSASOIT KENNELS 
Box 195 Springfield, Mass. 

















SHEPHERD PUPPIES 
(Police Dogs) 
by our Champion Stock, for sale 
P. A. B. Widener, Owner 
Address all communications to 


LEWIS S. WORDEN, Mgr. Joselle Ken- 
nels, Elkins Park, Pennsylvania 




















Cincinnati 











404 N. Richland St. 


The Ideal Companion for Children 
FROHLICHLUFT KENNELS 
“Breeders” 


of SHEPHERD DOGS 


Address 


Mr. R. M. Jennings, Jr., Owner 
Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania 


MARION KENNELS 


“Trainers” 





ing purposes. 





P.O. BOX 914B 








from $150.00—and worth it! 


’ r , a] . 20 ’ 
SWIFT RUN, SHEPHERDS 
OME tell us they attribute the excellence of Swift Run Shepherds to the 
wonderful care they receive in early puppyhood on the farm; others 
maintain that it is because we discard all doubtful or mediocre stock for breed- 
We believe their superiority is the result of our intelligent 
appreciation of the value of the proper selection of blood lines. 
For further information address 


SWIFT RUN KENNELS 


Priced upwards 


PIQUA, OHIO 














a ST ts 















s 
44 


Tn a 


PARES 


7 
a 
= 

>} 

y 

a 





























Gf) pp cee 
CO 


ams 


WHERE TO SHOP 

























arts and decorations 


WIENER WERKSTAETTE 
of America 
Fifth Avenue 
New York 
DECORATIONS FOR THE 
TOWN OR COUNTRY HOUSE 
DARNLEY, INC. 
395 Madison Ave., at 47 St., N. Y. C. 





581 











auction bridge and mah jong 





YOUR OWN NAME ON BRIDGE SCORES. 
250 officially ruled sheets. 6x9 in. Individually 
printed. Postpaid anywhere §$ gents wanted. 
Beach Company, 904 Sycamore, Cincinnati, O. 


MAH JONG INSTRUCTION by Expert native 
Chinese at your home. Mah Jong sets for sale. 
Oriental Jewelry and Art Objects, Wing & Co., 
Chinese Importers, 235 5th Ave., N. Y. 


beauty & health 


Permanently Attractive Eyebrows & Lashes. 
Darken them with Coloura! Adds winsome ex- 
pression. Won't wash off. $1.20 ppd. treatment 50¢ 
at Spiro’s, 26 W. 38th St. and 34 W. 46th St., N. ¥ 


MME. JULIAN’S HAIR DESTROYER pe rma- 
nently eradicates all superfluous hair (with roots). 
No electricity or poison. Stood test 50 years. 
Mme. Julian 14 West 47th St.. N.Y. C 


MADAME BERTHE'’S ZIP positively destroys 
hair with root. No electricity or caustics. Free dem 
onstration at office. Write for booklet. Mme. 
Berthe, Specialist, Dept. SA, 562 5th Ave., Ae 


SAGGING CHEEKS LIFTED PERFECTLY. 
Wrinkles smoothed out, contour restored at once 
Device worn concealed by hair. Literature free. 
The Faceaid Studios, 1482 Broadway, New York. 


SUPERFLUOUS HAIR permanently removed by 
the painless method originated by Dr. Roebling 
Geyser. a licensed physican. This is the 14th 
year of its suecessful use. No electric needle or 
chemical used. Booklet sent in plain sealed en- 
velope cae re quest Dr Roe bling Geyser 

10 35th sSt., New York City 

2001 C restnut St.. Philadelphia, Pa 


KITTY GORDON’S SECRET OF BEAUTY. 
“Marvel Mask,’ Incomparable as a rejuvenator. 

Price $5 per jar. 
543 Madison Ave. 


MME. MAYS, 
manently removes 
Muscles tightened 







































Plaza 3253 





Face Specialist. Est. 30 years. Per- 
wrinkles, freckles, sear 

Endorsed by known physician 
One address; 50 W. 49th St.. N Bryant 94: 36 


Rejuvenation of Figure and face. Youthful 
appearance regained by latest scientifie methods. 
Superfluous flesh reduced and facial muscles 
revitalized. Dr. Kilb, 565-5th Ave. Vand. 6226. 


*“TheOriginal’’MME.JULIA MAYS, FamousFace 
Specialist. Est.40 yrs. W “sie Sears, Freckles, ete 

Permanently ji Et 
End.by Physicians. BklIt 




















alY outh’’ Treatments. 
32 47th. N.Y. Bry.4856. 








beauty schools 





Wanamaker Beauty School, Inc. Leading school. 
Ass'd income of $5,000 yearly. Spee. course all brs. 
Scien. beauty culture. Hairdressing, marcel wave, 
manicuring. Write for rts. & cat.,435 5th Ave., N.Y. 








children’s things 





Hungarian Dresses for girls from 2 to 10 years. 
Exquisite Peasant Embroidery, Cross Stitching and 
Smocking, 83.50 to 86.00 Assortme nts on approval 
Handwork Shop, Poughkeepsie. wa 








chintz 


THE CHINTZ 





SHOP 











431 Madison Ave., at 49th St., New York. 
Everything in chintz, linen and eretonne. Im- 
ported and Domestic. Samples submitted. 

e ) ° 
cleaning & dyeing 
ARTHUR CHEGNAY 
Expert French Cleaner and Dyer. Gowns. suits, 
blouses, laces, trimmings, ete. Quick Service. Out-of- 


town orders solicited. 121 E. 57th St. Plaza 7193. 








clothes for men 

















needs. 


you and render you well. 





End-of-the-Summer 
Requirements 


UDDENLY they loom up—these requirements—just 
as you think summer is about done for. 


What a joy then this page may be. 
find the announcements of shops to which you can 
write and fill an amazing number of these last-minute 


And if you should come to town-~well, there are all 
sorts of personal services which these shops will render 


For here you will 

















permanent hair wave 


NESTLE LANOIL WAVING 
The best equipped and largest 
establishment in the world. 
Nestle Co., 12 and 14 East 49th St., New York 


CALL AT SCHAEFFER'S if you want expert 
personal attention for a permanent w aye Posi 
tively no frizz or kink. J. Schaeffer, 
590-592 Fifth Avenue. Phone wevant 7615 


PERMANENT WAVE by our vacuum steaming 
process does not affect the natural oil; guaranteed 
6 to 8 months; 75c a curl; average head $25. Spiro’s, 
26 W. 38th St., and 34 W. 46th St.. N. ¥ 


WILFRED SYSTEM OF PERMANENT WAV- 
ing. Expert service at most moderate prices. Best 
ogstenes establishment in New Yo! 

55 Seventh Avenue, New York. 


MARIO & FREDERICK, Inc.. Permanent Wave 
Specialists, formerly with C. Nestle Co. W illgive you 
persone: expert attention, the result rm: the dupli 
cate ofalarge natural wave. 17 E. 48th St. Vand. 6897 


MADAME LOUISE BERTHELON 
7 years with Nestle. Up-to-date methods. Careful 
work. Reasonable rates. ipa Hill 2768. 
48 East 49th Street near Park Av 


PAUL’S PERSONAL SERVICE 
Lanoil or any method used. 
Any size wa -no frizz; no kink. 
Guaranteed work. 586 Fifth Ave. (below 48th) 





Cc 











Cirele 10220 























plaiting & buttons 


HEMSTITCHING: 





Plain, picot edge, zigzag, 
curved. Buttons: latest styles, using your material 
Plaiting: all styles. Dry cleaning: fancy dyeing 
Mailservice. Catalog. Sadleir, 17 West 34th St., N Y 








shoes 





employment agency 


gowns, wraps and hats 





MISS BRINKLEY, 507 Fifth Ave., New York. 
We open houses, clean 1 put in order 
for occupanc 
The office supplies Bead vysic'g household service. 





AN EXCLUSIVE LINE of gowns and dresses for 
the theatrical profession. Wraps, suits and hats to 
meet the most crit 1 personal taste 


F at exceed- 
ingly attractive prices. Erlich, 543 Fifth Ave., 


fe ¢ 











fancy dress & costumes 


BROADWAY THEATRICAL COSTUME CO. 
Original ideas for Bal Masque. 
Costumes to order or for rent. 

Phone Bryant 3440. 116 W. 48th St.. 








mn, 2. €. 





hair coloring 





GRAY HAIR BANISHED IN 15 MINUTES 

Inecto Rapid gives permanent color and pe rfect 
texture. Particulars mailed. Daily demonstrations. 
Inecto Salons, 33-35 West 46th St., New York City. 





flesh reduction 


SUPERFLUOUS FLESH REDUCED by modern 
scientific method, without payment until reduction, 
if desired. Dr. R. Newman, Licensed Physician, 
286 5th Avenue (near 30th St.), New York 


BATTLE CREEK SANITARIUM METHOD 
Soothing, exhilarating, quick results 
Ross Institute of Se acd T Lone rapy 

300 Madison Ave. (41st St.), N. el. Vand. 6290. 


DR. HELEN PARKINSON has opened her new 
establishment for reducing superfluous flesh. Elec 
trie light baths, reducti-cycle, Sag a 
etc. 8 East 41st Street, New York ¢ 


REDUCE FLESH without dieting or drugs. Our 
method, direct from French society leaders, gives 
marvelous results. Send for free booklet and 
sample. Orient Co., North Wales, Pa. 


CAMILLA ABSORBS FAT. Aslenderizing cream, 
medicinally safe; approved by physicians; er 
cooling, effective. Plain wrapper, dble.sized 
Camilla Preps.Inc.,PO.Box 10,Sta.H,Dpt.F 


DAINTY FORM FAT REDUCING og yy 
melts away your fat as if by magic. Jar 
Dainty Form Company, Dept. L., 15 West ny 
Street, New York. 
































furniture&housefurnishings 





Bedroom, Dining-room & Living-room Furni- 
ture, direct from factory at remarkable savings. 
Tremendous stocks; beautiful displays. Visit us 
when in New York. Ruder Bros., 18 E. 48th St., N.Y. 


WILKINSON HAND-MADE ART QUILTS. 
Beautiful, practical gift for every occasion. Made 
only to order. Illus. catalog H in colors sent on 
request. Wilkinson Quilt Co., Ligonier, Ind 


ALNWICK BEDSPREADS. Exquisite old designs 
worked by hand on durable material. Need no iron- 
ing. Made to measure, no extra charge. Assortme “i 
on approval. Handwork Shop, Poughkeepsie, N. 








LOOK YOUR BEST—U se Pokorney’s hair color- 
ing (henna shampoo). 50 box. Hair dyeing, ap 
plication on premises. Transformations, Switches, 


3% | 





Shoecraft Shop “‘fits the narrow heel” in sizes 1 

10, AAAA to E. French and English models in 
street and evening footwear. Send for C ane Hs 
Fit guaranteed. 714 5th Ave., New Yor 


SHORT VAMP SHOES. French and American 
models. Round or Pointed Toes, in all leathe rs. 
Best for high insteps. Send for Catalogue **H.’ 

J. Glassberg, 225 West 42nd Street, New York City 


SUPREME FOOT COMFORT!! Pediformes are 
scientifically correct, giving health and comfort by 
carrying the weight on outside of feet, taking strain 
from arches and tired muscles. A rare combination 
of Quality, Workmanship, pe ow hang fi omfort. Foot 
Freedom by mail for the entire Family. PEDI- 
FOR-ME, America’s Most Popular Shoe, 36 
West 36th St., N. Y. 244 Livingston St., Brooklyn 














shopping commissions 














ete. Pokorney, 50 East 34th Street, New York City 
1 .< MRS. C. B. WILLIAMS, oe You’ Shopper, 
© y . will shop with you or senc anything to you 
1air goods Services free. Send a Bulletin 
366 Fifth Avenue, New York 
MANU EL~—- THE ORIGINATOR OF THE 


Modern Transformation and the Sight-Proof Part. 
Specialist in all kinds of hair goods. Booklet on 
request. Manuel, 20 East 48th St.. New York 








hosiery repairing 





We Specialize in REPAIRING French Sheer 
Hose. Runs & Pull Threads repaired on all makes 
of silk hosiery & made to look like new. Lenox 
Hosiery Repair Service, 2 West 47th St., N. Y. 


MRS. MARION P. WEIGLE, Smart New York 

Snort, Will buy anything for you or with you 
» charge. Pv i rompt service References 

306 West 99th Phone Riverside 9132 


ADELINE N. BAKER acts as your personal repre- 
sentative in all New York shopping. Services free 
of charge. og ferences 356 West 145 Street, 
New York Cit 











static mnery 








hotels 


HOTEL ST. JAMES, Times Sq., off Broadway 
109 W. 45th St., 4 min. walk to 40 theatres and all 
principal shops. Much favored by women traveling 
without escort. W. Johnson Quinn, Pres. 


HOTEL HARGRAVE, wor 72nd St., bet. Broad 
way and Columbus Ave é Y. 1 block to Central 
Park. Comfort, refineme nt é luxury combined with 
mod, rates. Send for bklit Eugene Cable, Mer. 











DREKA—FINE STATIONERS 
Wedding Invitations of Individuality 

E acai by hand on the finest quality of papers 
21 Chestnut Street, Philadelphia. 


Stationery of Distinction for People of Dis- 
tinction. Box of 100 sheets and 100 envelopes all 
engraved in black, blue or gold with any 3-line 
» and address by our process-engraving, sent 
aid for $2.95. Finest Vellum paper; white, 
. blue or buff. Full size sheets, single or folded 

20c extra, west of 3 The Covington 
Dept. D, 110 West 40th St.. New York 












Co., 








jewelry bought 


wedding stationery 





CASH FOR JEWELRY, 
Silver, new or broken. Prices now exceptionally 


Diamonds, Gems, Gold, 


EVERETT WADDEY CO. for a generation has 
insured highest quality engraved Wedding Invita 





high. Est. 40 ~~ Mme. Naftal, 69 West 45th tions at reasonable prices. Book of Wedding 
Street, N. Y. C. Tel. Bryant 670. Etiquette free. 7 8. llth St., Richmond, Va 
Randolph J. Trabert Co., formerly with Black, 100 WEDDING ANNOUNCEMENTS $13.50 or 


Starr & Frost. Jewel Brokers and Authorized Ap- 
praisers. Jewels purchased — estates and individ- 
uals. Guaranty Trust Co.Bldg., 522 5th Av.,Rm.506. 





hand engraved, 2 sets of envelopes 


invitations, ven 
100 Calling Cards, $2 ite for samples 


Wri 
B. Ott Engraving Co., 1030 Chestnut St., Phila., 








CLOTHES of DISTINCTION for GENTLEMEN. 
Made to measure of unusual weaves. 


0 to $58 
BANKS, INC. 562 Fifth Ave., Ent. 46th St. 








corsets 





gifts 


ladies’ hand bags 





WHOLESALE ONLY—Distinctive objects of 
moderate price including Old World and Ame rican 
Pottery -—Metal—Fabric—-W ood—Glass—5 floors 
at Charles Hall, Inc., 18 West 22rd St., New York. 


EXCLUSIVE MODELS MADE TO ORDER. 

Recovering and relining a specialty. Send for cata- 

mae ane prices William Nibur, 2432 Broadway 
lel. No. 1518 Schuyler 





MME. S. SCHWARTZ 
Custom-made and all novelties in Corsets for the 
woman of fashion. Formerly 11 E. 47th St., now 






























gowns bought 











maids’ uniforms 


WEDDING INVITATIONS & Announcements. 


Engraved in the very_latest styles. Write for 
samples and prices. Prompt service. Virginia 
Stationery Co., Dept. H., Richmond, Va 





SKILLKRAFTERS, INC., Engraved wedding 
invitations, announcements, etc., recognized for 
superior quality. Reasonable prices. Write for latest 
samples. 1723 Ranstead St., Philadelphia, Pa 








wovenname tapes (personal) 












































36 W. 57th St., New York. Tel. 1552 Murray Hill. 7 x | 
MME. NAFTAL Nurses’ Outfitting Assn., 425 Fifth Ave., N.Y. | CASH'S WOVEN NAMES. Save laundry, losses 
: Pays highest cash value for fine Dresses $4.50 up 3 3 doz. $1.50, 6 doz. $2.00, 12 doz. 
dancing misfit or slightly used evening, Aprons 75¢ to $8.50. ats $ | Write for samples. J. & J. Cash, 7 i 
street and dinner costumes Hats $8.50 up. Catalog “H” on request 2023 Chestnut Street South Norwalk, Conn. 
Also for furs, diamonds, jewelry, | : 
ALVIENE UNIVERSITY OF DANCE, ARTS. silverware, furniture and rugs. | WOVE Meme asonty ae Soe 
72 St., New York. Founded 1894. 12 Master Promptness and liberal payment our motto. tp “ . i. | apparel. Atschools only positive means of ide - 
tutors ‘Students Dance Theatre. Theatre and | 69 West 45th Street Tel. 670 Bryant. | millinery & feathers | tion. Sixdoz. $1.75, 12 doz. $2.75. Sent on receipt of 
Social Dances. For catalogue write Irvine, Sec’y. 376. WE PAY CASH AT ONCE price. U.S. Woven Label Co., 36 W. 34th St., N.Y 
Mr. & Mrs. SADLER’S DANCING ACADEMY yb ocees Gam. Wenne, Furs, Diamonds, Jew- Feather Fancies, burnt goose, peacock & pheasant, | > Pi 
Tango and all ras rn steps. elry, Silverware. Highest prices guaranteed. Write, Paradise & Aigrette rebranched. ’ Newest effects from y arns 
Private lessons daily every evening. phone, send. Mme. Furman, 101 W. 47th St. N.Y. | old soa ee. be re — rh mail | 
2786 Broadway (near iovth St.), Academy 1581. HIGHEST PRICES PAID Service _\. ORIGINAL CREATIONS in Hand Knitted 
4 for your Gowns, Wraps z garments. A comple’ > stoc of yarns. orps 
dress forms MISS DUFF, 151 West 46th St. patterns of instructors. Elsa Barsaloux. 3 West 50th 
Bryant ° Street, : J Laie : 
PNEUFORM—The Pneumatic Dress Form.Gowns | SELL TO MME. NAFTAL, 69 West 45th St.. PATTERNS CUT TO MEASURE for Ladies’ and Listed nae Page a oR 4 
fitted without personal try-on. Inflated in fitted New York. Tel. Bryant 670. I will pay good value Children’s Garments; picture or description; rea- | THE ERS Hd “he i) ss iin a yo ng | 
lining, gives exact figure. Fitted Linings. Pneu- for your fine used evening, street and dinner frocks, sonable prices, perfect fit. Mail orders a a say <a ADVERTISE ge ; re leading sho} 
form, 16 West 46th St. N. Bryant 533s. also diamonds, jewelry and silverware. | Mrs. Weisz, 111 Lexington Ave., the country 
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by specially chartered new Red Star Liner 
BELGENLAND 
January 19 to March 26, 1924 


See the bold, brave sentinel who zealously 
guards the entrance to his King’s burial 
chamber—a symbol of the sumptuous splendor 
which characterized the Egypt of his day. 
Many of the treasures that he so faithfully 
guarded may be viewed by our cruise guests 
in Cairo and Luxor. 


The objects are of absorbing interest, reveal- 
ing as they do the power, the wealth, and the 
art of the Egypt of 3,500 and more years ago. 
Our fascinating itinerary provides for a long, 
leisurely stay in Egypt. It also embraces 
the scenes of other ancient civilizations— 
Pompeii, Athens, Jerusalem, Constantinople, 
Granada, etc. 


The ‘‘BELGENLAND” is the largest steamer 
cruising to the Mediterranean next season; she 
abounds in novel and unique features—broad, 
glass enclosed shelter decks; magnificent pub- 
lic rooms, spacious and airy staterooms, swim- 
ming pool, gymnasium—a la carte dining 
room service where you may order your meals 
in your own way at your own time. 


Stop-over privileges in Europe, with return by 
Majestic, Olympic, Homeric, etc. 


Illustrated literature on request 


THOS. COOK & SON 


245 Broadway NEW YORK 561 Fifth Ave. 

Boston Chicago Los Angeles Toronto 

Philadelphia San Francisco Montreal Vancouver 
~~! . — j 
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“"t Women Have Decided 
to Look Healthy ~ 


7 HE sophisticated woman has turned away from the recent fad 
and the carmine lips. She has gone back to the more agreeable, less fantastic idea of a 
glowing, natural skin, 


of the pasty white face 


To achieve this she needs the co-operation of a genuine daylight shade, In the two new 
shades of Manon Lescaut *— Peaches-and-Cream* and Peaches*—she has discovered the 
necessary tints. 

Peaches-and-Cream is a tan-and-rose out-of-doors shade, radiant and soft . . . Peaches is 
a delicate tan with the faintest touch of pink, giving the glowing effect of wind and sun, 


These shades—as well as Naturelle, White, Rachel and Rose—are on sale at all druggists, 


Bourjois ANON LESCAUT passer 


Bourjois ASHES OF ROSES* ROUGE is a hand-made 
French rouge, darker than Rouge Mandarine.* If you like 
a softer and more delicate rouge, use Rouge Mandarine; 
but for a rich, deep rouge, use Ashes of Ruses. 

A. BOURJOIS & CO., Inc. 


31 West 34th Street New York 
Send 15¢ for sample of Manon Lescaut Face Powder O Ashes of Roses Rouge 





*Reg.U.S.Pat.Of. 
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THE POCKET MOTION-PICTURE CAMERA 


/SO/SIMPLE A CHILD CAN OPERATE oy 


JUST PRE// THE BUTTON=> )’ 
NO CRANK 
NO TRIPOD 


If you are a tennis follower, a 
golf enthusiast, a baseball fan or 
a lover of sports and the great 
out-doors in general, you are 
eettystel-me) ele) Gel abat:lmeettel:. me) 
life if you do not own a SEPT 
What is SEPT? <A “movie” 
camera that French genius has 
placed within the reach of every- 
lerere ks 4 real motion picture 
camera that makes movies, 
snapshots or stills, SEPT photo- 
graphs any scene or action with 
absolute fidelity and works so 
ay a child can operate it 
CINEMA CAMERA 
DISfRIBUTORS. Inc 


1819 Broadway New Y N.Y 
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The Cunarder FRANCONIA 


4 Annet. new, twin-screw, turbine steamer, introducing 
4 —true to Cunard tradition—many novel and progres- 
3 sive ideas in construction and equipment. 

: Superb, spacious public rooms— models of refinement 
4 and good taste; exquisite bedrooms with bedsteads, hot 


and cold running water and private bathrooms—make 
the FRANCONIA stand out as an illustrious member of 
the famous Cunard fleet, and a leader in the NEW YORK 
—QUEENSTOWN—LIVERPOOL—service. 


She is especially the ship for those who love sports and 
are fond of physical exercise; they will delight in the 
FRANCONIA’S athletic equipment — her squash racquet 
court; her enormous and luxurious swimming pool; her 
electric rays he her well equipped gymnasium—all part 















of a great Athletic Arena extending upward through 
two decks and\ occupying the whole width of the steamer. 


The FRANCONIA is remarkably 
well equipped as a cruising 
steamer and will sail on Novem- 
ber 15th on a Round the World 
Cruise under the management of 
the American Express Company. 





NEW YORK to CHERBOURG and 
SOUTHAMPTON 


The Fastest Passenger Service 
De Luxe in the World 


AQUITANIA BERENGARIA 
MAURETANIA 


_ CUNARD AND ANCHOR 


STEAM SHIP LINES 


= 25 Broadway New York 
or Branches and Agencies 

















RS TINIIEE ASRS Es 


‘Ss Second Aanuel 
Cruise De Luxe 


5s Mediterranean 


val (Limited to 450 Guests—About Half Capacity) 
By Magnificent New 


Cunard S.S.“SCYTHIA” 


Twin-Screw Oil-Burner, 20,000 Tons 
Sailing Jan. 30, 1924, 67 Days 


Repeating the complete success of the 1923 
similar Cruise, same Steamer, visiting 


: Egypt-—Palestine 

& Madeira, Spain, Gibraltar, Algiers, Tunis, 

Constantinople, Greece, Italy, Sicily, Riviera, 
Monte Carlo, France, England 


“Seythia”’ is a veritable floating palace, with spacious decks, 
lounges, veranda cafés, 2 elevators, gymnasium, commodious state- 
rooms with running water and large wardrobes; bedrooms and 
suites with private baths. The famous Cunard cuisine and service. 
(Only one sitting for meals.) 

Stop-over privilege in Europe without extra cost, returning via S. S. 
“‘Aquitania’’ ‘Mauretania’, “‘Berengaria’’ or any Cunard line steamer 
Rates, deck plans, itinerary and full information on request. 

Early reservation insures choice of location. 


















The 






























SAUERISISSA SENS 
















Also De Luxe Tours to Europe 


FRANK TOURIST CO. 


(Established 1875) 
542 Fifth Avenue, New York 
219 So. 15th St., Philadelphia 



















London 


















UJIYAMA! An epitome of Japan. Centuries 
of artists have spent their lives trying to 
capture the subtle and mysterious beauty of 

this sacred mountain. It pervades the art of a 
nation. Countless devotees have made the pil- 
grimage to its summit to acquire spiritual merit. 
Sunrise and sunset seen from its heights hold the 
traveler in thrall . . . . the mountains, rivers, lakes 
of thirteen provinces stretch, a rose-tinted pano- 
rama, at its feet. 


Who has not dreamed of the romance and mys- 
tery that veil CHINA? Square-sailed junks 
heaving on the currents of vast rivers; temples, 
cities, customs stretching back through more than 
three thousand years of civilization; much the 
same today as they were in the beginning. 


The Empresses 


Fastest and Finest Ships on the Pacific 


Four Canadian Pacific Empresses—fastest, finest 
and largest steamships on the Pacific—sail fort- 
nightly from Vancouver. They carry you to 
Yokohama, the gateway of the Orient, in ten 
days. The accommodation they provide is 
Canadian Pacific Standard—the ultimate in 
travel comfort. Canadian Pacific representatives 
at each port will serve you ashore and their 
expert advice eliminates the petty irritations that 
assail the casual tourist. Overland tours are 
arranged to cover Japan, China and Korea. Con- 
sult the nearest Canadian Pacific Agent now. 


Canadian Pacific Agents: 


Atlanta, 49 N. Forsyth St. New York, Madison Abe. at 44th St. 
Boston, 405 Boylston St. Philadelphia, Locust and 15th Sts. 
Buffalo, 160 Pearl St. Pittsburgh, 340 Sixth Ave. 

Chicago, 40 N. Dearborn St. Portland, Ore., 55 Third St. 
Cincinnati, 430 Walnut St. San Francisco, 675 Market St. 
Cleveland, 1040 Prospect Ave. Seattle, 608 Second Ave. 

Detroit, 1239 Griswold St. St. Louis, 420 Locust St. 
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Three new Victrola models 





Victrola No. 400 
Mahogany, $250 Electric, $290 













Victrola No. 405 
Walnut, $250 Electric, $290 








Victrola No. 410 
Mahogany, $300 Electric, $340 
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“HIS MASTERS VOICE” 


Traviata—Prelude 


“Victrola 


The three new Victrola models 
illustrated herewith incorporate 
Victrola musical quality in cabinets 
reflecting all the skill of the master 
designers of other generations—a 
perfect combination of art and utility 
with moderate cost, resulting from 
our unequalled facilities and long 
experience. 


Fully equipped with albums, 
Victrola No. 2 sound-box, new im- 
proved Victor tapering tone-armand 
goose-neck sound-box tube, full- 
floating amplifier,speed indicatorand 
the simple, reliable Victor motor. 


Built entirely in the Victor facto- 
ries, which are the largest devoted 
entirely to the production of one 
musical product. 


In buying a talking-machine con- 
sider that you must choose the 
Victrola or something you hope will 
do as well and remember that the 
Victrola—the standard by which all 
are judged—costs no more. 


A selected list of Victor Records 
illustrating Victor quality | 


Lucia—Sextet Galli-Curci, Egener, Caruso, 

de Luca, Journet, Bada 95212 $3.50 
Berceuse from Jocelyn McCormack and Kreisler 89106 2.00 
Elégie— Mélodie Caruso and Elman 89066 2.00 
Song of the Volga Boatmen Chaliapin 88663 1.75 
Whispering Hope Gluck and Homer 87524 1.50 
Ave Maria (Schubert Heifetz 74563 1.75 
Minuet in G ( Paderewski) Paderewski 74533 1.25 
La Capinera (The Wren) Galli-Curci 64792 1.25 


Giles atten Benes! Victor Symphony Orchestra 35717 1.25 
National Emblem March U.S. Marine Band | 18498 75 
Lights Out March Arthur Pryor’s Band { . 





Look under the lid and on the labels for these Victor trade-marks. 
Victor Talking Machine Company, Camden.N.J. 
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ERTE’S description of this month’s cover translated from the French. 


N old clock . . . . the old dial with its simple dress of numbers could 

tell stories more enticing than those of Scheherazade, if it could only 
speak! And the treacherous hands, how many hopes have they crushed 
by moving more quickly than they should? 

An old clock . . . . a porcelain group surmounts it. A_ sleeping 
woman. She is Night. She sleeps while Day, her lover, dances gaily, 
holding by the hand two Loves, who awake Night. One of them is Evening; 
the other, Morning. 

And the hands of the clock advance, and the hours fly with them. The 
hour now is clear, like a silhouette of the sun. The passed hours lose them- 
selves in a mist. The hours that are not yet born are undecipherable and have 
only the contours of our dreams. . . . An old clock of Sévres porcelain. 
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THE NEXT ISSUE WILL BE THE ANNUAL FALL FASHIONS NUMBER 


Everything That Is Smartest from the Paris Fall Openings 


Harper's Bazar is published monthly in the U. S. A. by the International Magazine Company, William Rz main! ph Hearst, president; C. H. Hathaway, vice-preside ent; Ray Long, 
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At a fancy dress ball given by Comtesse 
Etienne de Beaumont in Paris, a smart 
New York woman represented ““America.” 
She wore this extraordinary costume, de- 
signed by Drian; a costume of vivid 


feathers swirling from her tall figure 


and radiating from her dark head. 
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THE COUNTESS OF WARWICE 








WHY NOT BE DISCREET, AT LEAST? 


Morality, 


By 


Illustrated by 


VERY generation has its season of folly and 
reflection. When we are young, life hurries 
us along a glittering road in something like 

a zigzag movement, calling us first here and then 
there, never allowing us to concentrate, but keeping 
us constantly amused and in ever changing mood. 
Then, as we grow up, as our minds are formed, we 
call a halt to life, we refuse to have our paces dic- 
tated, we choose our own. Our mind intervenes 
between us and our emotions, we discover that 
there are rules to which we shall do well to con- 
form, not out of deference to other people but out 
of respect to ourselves. We aspire to become the 
masters of our fate and the captains of our soul, 
and very often we succeed. 

By the time we arrive at this stage a new gen- 
eration has been knocking at the door, has in fact 
burst it open, is playing all manner of pranks 
around us, committing extravagances with which 
thirty or forty years ago we might have sympa- 
thized. Now we chide—and are voted old-fash- 
ioned. Youth does not look for counsel but for 
experience of its own making; it refuses to profit 
by our mistakes, and if we are wise we shall not be 
resentful. 


HIRTY and forty years ago we were offered 

large stores of worldly wisdom and we merely 
laughed at our elders who thought they had gath- 
ered treasures for us to garner. They protested 
that the world was changing, that society would 
never recover from the strain we inflicted upon the 
early Victorian proprieties, and they went down to 
their graves fully prepared to turn in them by way 
of a last protest against our unconventionality. 
I, who remember the solemn warnings, who can 
recall a score of elderly Cassandras who wore 
crinolines and lived up to them in days when 
Queen Victoria was basking in the frosty sunshine 


Victorian 


FRANCES 





EVELYN 


of Albert the Good, I, who know how seriously they 
took themselves, am unlikely to fall into their error. 

If there were any temptation to do so, I cannot 
help remembering that Society with the capital S 
has ceased to count. In its most flamboyant aspect 
it was born when Edward VII, then Prince of 
Wales, first began to suffer from his mother’s 
longevity, irritability, and prolixity—sufferings he 
bore with such ample dignity and resignation that 
not even his intimates can record a protest. 


bos THOSE days the fortunate classes gave them- 
selves without restraint to the vie de luxe; they 
took no thought of the morrow, being quite certain 
that it would bring back all the good things of yes- 
terday. They had never heard of democracy, they 
merely knew that there was a savage and submerged 
race of men called radicals who didn’t believe in the 
Lord, whether of the Heavens or the Manor, who 
preferred Chapel to Church and had certain blas- 
phemous ideas about Equality and the Game Laws. 
Towards these outcasts the possessing classes 
owned to no duty, though they might subscribe to 
funds for their enlightenment, and support prisons 
for their reform. 

Given this mentality, great wealth, cheap labor, 
and abundant opportunity; given the lead of 
a man who while he was a genuine lover of 
pleasure had a natural flair for the direction of 
society; remembering Queen Victoria’s secluded 
life and primitive tastes, it is not surprising that 
the social world lived at express speed and was 
a law to itself. Exclusive, firmly established, 
trained to enjoyment and withal educated to a 
point of high refinement, it had unexampled op- 
portunities of self-expression, opportunities that 
have gone, never in all human probability to 
return. The younger generation, the one that 
sets the fashion to-day, is altogether differently 


and Georgian: 
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situated, exists to some extent on sufferance, and 
will enjoy reither the leisure nor opportunities 
that came to us. War destroyed the most prom 
ising younger branches of many an old genealogical 
tree, taxation has reduced entertainment to narrow 
limits and flung open the market for any profiteer 
to acquire houses in town and country to whose 
doors of old time only a privileged class held the key. 

One might think that, in these circumstances, the 
younger generation would be more discreet than 
we were, that it would realize that its estate is 
diminished, its privilege threatened, its future 
obscure. Perhaps you cannot run wisdom and 
youth in double harness, perhaps discretion is one 
of the consolations of middle, or advancing age. 
Whatever the cause, social life to-day has lost 
many of the restraints that it knew in the years 
when there was no external need for discretion. 
Our generation established certain social rules and 
conformed to them, in the spirit of noblesse oblige. 
They were often irksome, but they had been pro- 
mulgated by people of great worldly experience. 
We accepted them and proved their worth. 


HE modern note is one of anarchy, of Bolshe- 
vism, if you please; men and women seem to 
follow no other law than that of inclination or im- 
pulse. It may be that the war is the cause—I am 
inclined to think it is—and that no class can hope for 
immunity from its ravages. But the result of mod- 
ern tendencies will not make for happiness. It will 
not provide any substitute for the life of the emo- 
tions when those emotions cease to be a dominating 
factor in the make-up of men and women. 
Throughout times past, present, and to come, 
the philosopher will be recruited chiefly from the 
class that has had few opportunities of enjoyment 
and from the class that has had too many. The 
latter will always be the more human, for if life has 
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“In those days the fortunate classes gave themselves without restraint to the ‘vie de luxe.’ 


brought cynicism it has also brought experience. 
I belong to a generation that enjoyed itself to the 
fullest possible extent, took everything that offered, 
whether permitted or illicit, and yet so regulated 
its life that when it returned to virtue there were 
still cakes and ale to be had for the asking and 
ginger had not lost its savor. To be blunt, we lived 
and we loved, but we had no countenance for scan- 
dal. There were limits that no man or woman 
might transcend. We might, we did, laugh at re- 
straint, but there was among us all in the gayest 
and perhaps I may say the most brilliant social 
set of the late Victorian years, a_ vivid 
of responsibility. Whatever we did that was in- 
discreet, however we flouted convention, 
we remained conscious of a duty to our 
order. 

Love and marriage then, as now, were 
not always convertible terms; passions 
were no less in the ascendent then than 
they are now; but the law courts were the 
last refuge of the mentally destitute, the 
blunderers, the people who were down and 
out We learned to see nothing that we 
were not invited to see; we mastered the 
art of minding our own business. Nelson 
at Copenhagen was not more blind than 
we could be in the face of signals we did 
not propose to observe. The social law 
had gone forth from Marlborough House: 
the Prince, whose sense of dignity was 
extraordinarily alert, would tolerate no 
scandals, and those who became involved 
in one must find social solace in some other 
circle, never again in his. Our pleasures 
we might share; our passions and our 
troubles were our private property, and 
we neither showed our hearts on our 
sleeves nor our records in the files of the 
divorce court. 

English society had in the 
Wales a real leader, a man 


sense 


Prince of 
far-sighted, 














shrewd, sagacious, and with a perfect sense of the 
right word, the correct action. Not only did he 
help English society to rank with that of Paris 
and Vienna, but he saw to it that there should be 
no unnecessary sacrifices of happiness and reputa- 
tion. There was something paternal about his 
autocratic rule. 

Then, as now, men and women looked for their 
affinity in marriage, not realizing how tastes and 
disposition are modified by the years. What ap- 
peals at twenty may be utterly uninteresting at 
thirty or thirty-five, when the personality is ram- 
pant. Men and women have tastes that vary and 
fluctuate throughout the years, that are an ex- 
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pression of our passional nature, and if this truth 
were recognized more clearly, aberrations that draw 
man and woman from the main matrimonial line to 
some side-track would not be regarded so seriously. 
Prurience rather than morality accounts for a 
large part of the world’s censure, and they who 
clamor most largely for the suppression of passions 
are the people who chance to have been born 
without any honest ones. For the transgressors 
there is a time limit. The years arrive when 
the inclination to fresh fields and pastures new 
waxes faint, when the charm of well-ordered 
domesticity reasserts itself, when the man or 
woman turns with a thrill of new and pure affec- 
tion to the partner who remained patient 
and perhaps uncomplaining through the 
storm-tossed times. Then comes what I 
might almost call a spiritual marriage, for 
its depths are blown clear of passion and it 
is full of memories of a gracious, far-off 
time. The heyday has gone, the sun is 
westering, the past is behind, and those who 
shared it are now even as we, with a new 
consciousness, a new attitude towards life. 
4 I turn in memory to many a pleasant 
home where in the twilight of their years 

men and women happy in each other’s 
devotion, forgiving and forgiven, watch 
over the welfare of their children and their 
children’s children. And I know that 
without the rigid convention enforced by 
the late King when he was Prince of Wales 
and avowedly a man of pleasure, there 
would have been no unity on these hearths. 
There may be those who will speak of hypoc- 
risy and of whited sepulchers, but they will 
be wrong, utterly wrong. Man is not to be 
restrained by convention even when his liv- 
ing depends upon his aspect in the eyes of 
his fellows. Women will go to the most 


desperate lengths in pursuit of emotional 
satisfaction. 
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“Then comes what I might almost call a spiritual marriage.” 











& 
nh” 
Es 
g 
2 
| 
g 











Ee 


RSA OE 


starts s 


aren 


wiht 
“ts 


eee 





zi 


SEILER AIIM 





SEPTEMBER 1923 





for 























“Soon the wandering will or the roving eye discovers a new point of attraction.” 
g § © é 


When you take the upper classes of any country, 
folk endowed with the fullest leisure, underworked, 
overnourished, with no goal but pleasure, surely it is 
inevitable that they will be less amenable to normal 
restraint than other people. If their feet that 
stray can be guided home, if the first and probably 
the purest light of their lives can be kept burning, 
is this a matter for congratulation or reproach? 
Prudery may have one answer, but common sense 
may well claim a hearing. 


N YEARS tocome, when the intimate social history 

of middle and late Victorian and of Edwardian 
England comes to be written, the extraordinary 
social wisdom of King Edward VII. will be seen 
and understood, and by that time, it may be, we 
shall have dispensed with the last remains of the 
Victorian prudery so rampant still among spinsters 
of either sex. Life has grown so serious since then 
and scientific experiment has revealed so much 
through the psychoanalyst, that we are beginning 
to understand something of the nature of our real 
selves and to find they are not so repellent as we 
were taught to believe. The question I am asking 
myself is whether the present generation, the rem- 
nants of society, a trunk without a head, will be as 
fortunate as we were. Behind this lies the larger 
question as to whether society can exist without a 
head in any circumstance; whether it can be more 
than a fortuitous collection of irresponsible atoms. 

The vital change between the manners of the 
old time and the new is revealed by the law 
courts. Men and women change their affinities 
as readily as they change their clothes. So soon 
as the wandering will or the roving eye discovers a 
new point of attraction, self-restraint goes by the 
board. The next thing is to see a good lawyer, 
come to terms with a perfectly ready and willing 
partner and arrange for the stereotyped letter. 
There is still sufficient chivalry for the man to accept 
the onus in public, and so the wife writes to him by 
his pet name begging him to return for the sake of 


his children. He replies that it can’t be done and 
gives reference to some hotel where inquiries reveal 
the fact that he stayed with somebody else. Then 
the case comes to the courts and everybody knows 
perfectly well that there is collusion. Judge, 
counsel, solicitors, witnesses, the public, and the 
press are well aware of what it all means. Nobody 
minds, and we read of judges who dispose of sixty 
undefended cases in the day. Naturally these 
cases are drawn from all strata of society, but those 
who should be representative of the best tradition 
are no whit better than the people who must pinch 
and save to find the means to take part in the 
solemn farce. 


S IT strange then that I should feel convinced 

that we, whose lives flowered in the late Vic- 
torian days, had more care for our marriage vows? 
We did not permit them to render affaires du caur 
impossible. Human nature at the level we have 
struggled up to forbade. But we did see to it that 
they remained vows with a certain sanction. They 
established a home and made children possible and 
provided a sheet anchor in the season of emotion 
as well as safe harborage when those storms had 
passed. Even for the most frivolous there was 
that in marriage which could not be despised and 
the well-known views of our social leader were cal- 
culated to encourage endurance even among the 
ill-assorted. There were, of course, men and women 
who were temperamentally unfit to be husbands 
or wives. Their matrimonial bark foundered on the 
stormiest of seas. But these people were a minority. 

The psychological effect of the present license 
can only be bad. In our time those who were 
sorely tempted to face a scandal were swayed by 
fear of the ostracism that would follow. It may 
not be known generally that when the Prince of 
Wales (King Edward VII.) was invited to a 


country house he was provided with the list of 
guests to be invited, and it was his prerogative to 
put his pen through the name or names that did not 
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“Perhaps they will recall the advice of those who sought to help them.” 


appeal to him. The mere existence of this pre- 
rogative was sufficient to provide against the 
necessity for its exercise. Those who copied our 
social circle observed its rules and the result was a 
much higher standard of home life than prevails 
to-day. 


a I wonder where the young people 
will find themselves when they have passed the 
years of indiscretion and how their children will 
fare. Perhaps they will recall the advice of those 
who loved and sought to help them and will realize 
that, when all is said and done, it is possible for the 
experience of others to have a certain value and 
that there are certain aspects of life which contact 
us with eternal verities that cannot be ignored. 
Was it war that brought the present sorry change 
about? Certainly it developed self-reliance among 
the boys and girls, it called for their courage and 
resource, it gave them a large measure of reckless- 
ness born of the dangers through which they had to 
pass. But the liberty was incompatible with self- 
restraint; the excitement brought no aid to im- 
mature judgment. ‘Nothing matters’ might have 
been the motto of those disastrous years, and the 
spirit of recklessness informs our social life to-day. 
A great chance has been missed. An aristocracy 
wisely led might have maintained its place in spite 
of diminished resources, might have controlled the 
plutocracy that seeks to replace it, might have 
played a worthy part in the great social changes 
that overshadow us to-day. It will never do so 
now. We of Victorian times had all that was best 
in Pandora’s box, but we did preserve a certain 
social sense. We had our reticences, our sense of 
duty, a certain morality that if it was open to 
criticism did possess a binding force. When we 
could no longer support the social fabric we handed 
it over to our successors in an excellent state of 
repair. Whatever the faults of the old social order, 
it did not, after the efforts we had made to keep 
from soiling it, deserve to be dragged in the mire. 
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Madame la Marquise de Polignac wore this ex- 
traordinarily lovely costume, designed by Chéruit 
(Madame Wormser), to the Bal du Comte Etienne 
de Beaumont. The costume, with its long narrow 
trousers and long floating train, was made of golden 
gauze. Masses of gray feathers cascaded from one hip, 


and her shining gold helmet towered with gray plumes. 
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Aphrodite came to the same beautiful féte in the form of 
Mademoiselle Pauline de Saint-Sauveur, exquisitely draped 
in a costume of rose-colored gauze, designed by Poiret. 
Great ropes of gray and rose pearls encircled the waist and 
hung down in strands, while pale green feathers formed 
the breast-plates shaped like sea-shells. As a*background 
for Venus was a huge shell of shades of rose-colored gauze. 
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The Baroness de Meyer 
appeared at the Bal du 
Comte Etienne de Beau- 
mont in an extraordi- 
nary costume designed 
by Alice Bernard. It 
' was entirely of gold and 

| | represented a rose, in 

ag glistening lamé tissue. 
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Photograph by Baron de Meyer 


FETES OF UNSURPASSED MAGNIFICENCE 


The Baron de Meyer Writes That Appearing in Costume 
Is Actually Becoming a Habit; Paris Designs Remarkable 
Costumes for Itself and Goes to a Succession of Brilliant Fétes. 


60 rue de Varenne, Paris. 

URING this frivolous season of uninter- 

D rupted costuming, of fancy-dress affairs 

and festivities of all sorts, my proper 

place should have been in a glass case, not ona 
ballroom floor. 

I wandered through it all as a bit of lacquer, 
a figure off some screen, and for one night’s 
entertainment as a carved piece of rock crystal, 
detached from its pedestal. Through red lac- 
quer eyes, Chinese and elongated, people seemed 
to take on distorted shapes, fanciful, like figures 
from a picture book illustrated by Bakst or Dulac 
come to life. 

Early in the season, I had designed a costume 
for myself. A Chinese figure, lacquered red, 
period Louis Fifteenth. I planned to wear it at 
one very special ball, maybe at a second party, 
but never imagined it would become a habit. 
Lacquering one’s face is no easy matter, but 
washing off the lacquer quite a feat. Therefore, 
having had little opportunity between the par- 
ties of getting clean, I ceased to wash at all, 
and went through the season red and shiny 
with long drooping mustaches and eyebrows 
raised to heaven. I could naturally not go 
about much during the day and was only visible 
at night when fancy-dress parties were given. 


HE consequences were alarming, for seeing 
nothing but Chinese goddesses or women 
dressed as fairy princesses in costumes made 
by Poiret, Chéruit, or by Alice Bernard, I began 
to think these were the new styles. They seemed 
to me so novel and different. The mode, at last, 
was undergoing a radical change. What a relief! 
I was delighted. 
We were actually breaking away from the 


“chemise gown,” in fact from the fashions 
Chanel had imposed upon us and standardized. 
Her much advertised “costly simplicity” was 
now a thing of the past. I smiled at the thought 
of recent interviews with one or two of the 
great knowing ones, who had assured me “there 
will be hardly any change in line and fashions 
will alter but very little next season.” I had a 
good laugh, inwardly. 

I shall never be able to adequately express my 
disappointment when finally, in July, after I 
had washed and scraped my face clean of all the 
paint, I realized reality, sordid reality, and that 
my view-point had merely been distorted. 


O prevent any sort of misunderstanding, let 

me tell you, before proceeding any further, 
that women still wear woolen sweaters and 
plaited skirts and are still pulling small felt hats 
over their eyes. What a pity! Anyway, there 
is another month before I am called upon to 
speak of the Maisons de Couture and their new 
fall collections—another month to get my view- 
point readjusted—so I won’t anticipate. As 
costume balls and festivities are still vividly in 
my mind, I'd rather speak of these now. 

To begin with, of Count Etienne de Beau- 
mont’s great fancy-dress “‘féte,” the most per- 
fect private entertainment of the season. 

It was followed by the Gavarni Ball at the 
Opéra, at which later function pandemonium 
reigned. At one moment it appeared as if two 
or three million people were trying to reach 
the dancing floor all at once. It was, however, 
a phenomenal success, and Domergue pro- 
claimed king of organizers. 

There followed fétes in the old Palais Royal 











Drian sketched this Chinese lacquer 
costume in which the Baron de 
Mever went to several costume balls. 
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Madame la Comtesse Etienne de Beaumont 
came to the Grand Prix Opéra Ball as a dasz- 
sling ‘‘ Spirit of Buddha,” a thing of crystals 
and mirrors and rare silver tissues. Her 
costume was designed by Madeleine Vionnet. 
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at which King Louis Philippe and his court presided, as well as the series of entertain- 
ments in the Chateau de Versailles. The Grand Prix Ball at the Opéra was, of course, 
wonderful; one of those unique affairs Paris alone can carry off successfully. 

These are just a few of the more important functions. Fancy-dress is as much a 
matter of fashion as any other kind of dressing. It varies from year to year, just as 
most fashions do. Somehow, in 1923 most women, when deciding on a costume, 
seem to fancy themselves in very long and tight-fitting trouser effects and incredibly 
high feather head-dresses rising from narrow coiffures. 

Costume balls in Paris always strike me as being more elaborate and more carefully 
carried out than elsewhere. However successful the Grand Prix Balls at the Opéra 
may be, they never can have the distinction and the exclusive social atmosphere of 
an entertainment given in a private residence, especially when the locality is as splendid 
and combined with lovely illumined gardens, as in the case of the Beaumont mansion. 

When a féte of an elaborate kind is planned, it is taken very seriously by all con- 


see ccm nee 








| cerned. It is not meant to be a “‘dance”’ one goes to for the sake of “fun,” or for having 
merely what is vulgarly termed “a good time’’; it is an attempt at “beauty,” at pro- 
i ducing results which combine art, taste, and elegance—an attempt at furthering decora- ee 
tive schemes and giving artists an opportunity of developing new ideas. ‘ 
For a month prior to such an event rehearsals take place almost daily. Guests are c 
not merely received by the hostess with a shake of the hand, but they have to make e 
| what is called in France an entrée. Such entrées are more or less elaborate entertain- « 
; ments in themselves. Groups of people are formed, costumed harmoniously in sets 
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If we were asked to cho se from a thousand 

Paris frocks one that was typically Poiret, 4 | 
we would have chosen this of black cloth : | 
with roval blue crépe marocain embroidered 4 


in silver, for it ts characteristic of him. 





$ The gentle gazelle is being used by the Paris Ff ; 
couluriers this season. It is a curious fur, z 

much smarter than you would think. You E i 

will notice that this coat from Chéruit | 5 

( 








(Madame Wormser) is extremely — short. 
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This is the three-quarter length coat with a 
matching frock that we are so enthusiastic 
about. Patou made it of black velvet, with 
the frock very simple, and the coat embroidered 
with red and silver in effective diamonds. 

















Soft flexible chamois skin, dyed a lovely 
golden brown, the brown that Paris uses so 
much this season, is used for this Deuillet 
coal-gown of rather Russian feeling. Wide 
bands of beaver emphasize its Russian air. 





















































either belonging to a period or representing historical characters or divinities. 

At the recent Beaumont ball these entrées were very sensational because of the 
magnificence of the costumes and the beautiful setting. From under distant trees, 
illumined by arc lamps and colored projections, processions marched straight up the 
lawn onto the terrace and came into the ballroom. A ravishing vista—as the cos- 
tumed figures were visible from a very great distance. 

José Maria Sert, the famous Spanish artist, had painted decorations, placed all 
around the ballroom, which represented the tables of a banquet. High silver vases, 
made of cardboard filled with high coral branches, decorated the tables. As a center- 
piece, high up, were grouped, on silver cushions, white porcelain figures—three fair 
ladies, the Comtesse de Beaumont herself among them. After the guests had made 
their obeisance to their hostess enthroned, they took their allotted seats along the wall 
behind the painted tables, giving the impression of spectators feasting at a banquet. 
\ wonderful theme effectively carried out. 

After I had made my entrée, I was able from my seat to look right into fairyland. 
Fireworks in the distance and the lights on the trees produced effects fantastic and 
bewildering. I can tell you of only a few costumes, among many, which have remained 
vividly in my mind. 

\cross the lawn and up the marble steps came the Marquise de Polignac, née Crosby, 
in a costume designed by Madame Wormser of the house of Chéruit. It was made of 
golden gauze. The Marquise wore long narrow trousers of gold and a long gauzy train. 
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On one hip were masses of gray feathers and her head-dress (Concluded on page 142) 









HE was eighteen years old. Her name was 
S Calliope Palfrey and she came from Boston. 
She was also a student at one of the big 
eastern colleges, and she looked like a ten-year-old 
Cleopatra. She was slim, tall, with black hair 
cut—it would be a sacrilege to say ‘“ bobbed”— 
after the fashion of the sphinx-like beauties of 
Egypt; from which it may be gathered’ that her 
ideas were exceedingly “new” and her mind 
amazingly “modern.” Her complexion (in spite 
of occasional attempts to hide it under an inhuman 
mask of cosmetics) was that of a rose-petal; and 
her eyes, usually, had the starry and innocent dark- 
ness of the eyes of the Dresden Madonna. She 
had elaborately bound editions of Baudelaire, the 
Decameron, and the unexpurgated Arabian Nights 
of Burton in her room at college; and she collected 
what she called the “radical”? modern poets. She 


An Amusing Satire 


Illustrated by 


didn’t quite know what she meant by “radical’’; 
but, as nobody else did—quite—this didn’t matter. 
She wasted very little time in reading them. They 
were there chiefly as a proclamation to her friends 
of what she believed herself to be—an exceedingly 
emancipated, rebellious, disillusioned and daring 
daughter of the New Age. In this she was sin- 
gularly like the first daughter of Eve. 

She could suggest, with one smoldering glance 
of her dark eyes, that to her the world was a futile 
place of dust and ashes, and that, on the whole, she 
resented, proudly though quietly, her own im- 
prisonment in it. There was a tinge of bitterness 
in her attitude towards her parents, who were, of 
course, responsible for the mistake; and her col- 
lege friends were sometimes more than a little 
anxious about her. They used to debate darkly, 
over surreptitious cocoa at midnight, whether 
Calliope would be found floating in the lake under 
a willow-tree, one pale gray morning; or whether 
an overdose of aspirin would do it. They used to 
picture the bursting of her bedroom door, and the 
dreadful discovery: Calliope lying half out of 
bed, head thrown back over the edge, hair trailing 
over her eyes, and a copy of Les Fleurs du Mal lying 
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on ‘*‘New’’ Poetry 


By Aurrev Noyes 


Henry Raleigh 


where it had fallen out of her white lifeless fingers. 

Fortunately, she was so fond of dancing that she 
usually went to bed far too tired to think of it, and 
slept till long after the sun was up. There seemed 
to be less danger of felo de se by daylight. 


T WAS on her first visit to Europe, during the 

summer vacation, that she met young Fittle- 
worth. She had come over, in a somewhat inde- 
pendent style, lightly chaperoned by the married 
sister of one of her college friends; and she brought 
all her rebellions with her. The faculty at college 
and her parents at home had drawn up lists of the 
things she ought to admire, the picture-galleries 
she ought to visit, and the pilgrimages she ought to 
make. She threw the list overboard on the first day 
out at sea, and vowed she would do none of those 
things. Americans were always “doing” places in 
Europe, and being laughed at for their “provin- 
cialism.” Very well. She despised patriotism; 
but, all the same, she would throw her slight weight 
into the opposite scale and do something to counter- 
balance the weak curiosity of her fellow-citizens. 

So she did not go to the Tower of London. 
She let Anna Robbins—her chaperon—go alone 

















‘Here he savagely snipped off one of the tails of Miss Pringle’s fur. 


She gave a sharp, muffled cry.” 
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“Roland had never met, this kind of American girl before 


and the encounter took him off his feet. 


She looked him 


straight in the eyes and talked of the most amazing things.” 


instead, and—though a twinge of regret disturbed 
her at the last moment—she spent the afternoon on 
her bed in the hotel, reading the Temptation of St. 
Anthony. Anna was really too Victorian for any- 
thing. “Victorian” was hardly the word for the 
Tower of London, she knew; but it was the attitude 
of mind she was thinking of, and what other word 
described it so well? They were all like that, the 
older generation, especially those who sympathized 
with the “revolt” of the young. 

Mrs. Robbins was only nine years older than 
Calliope, and knew exactly how to deal with the 
situation. But she could not alter it. By the 
exercise of supreme tact she succeeded in getting 
Calliope into Westminster Abbey—to lay some 
flowers on the grave of the Unknown Warrior; 
but Calliope refused to look at the rest of the build- 
ing, walked out by the nearest door as soon as her 


tribute was paid, and thereafter, whenever she 
passed the Abbey afoot or by taxicab, closed her 
eyes tightly, so that nobody should ever be able to 
accuse her of having looked at its gray beauty. 

On the other hand, she was quite ready to go to 
social functions of a certain kind. Anna had many 
English friends, and their days were thronged. 
They went to Ranelagh to see the Anglo-American 
polo match; and they went to Henley to see the 
Regatta, with an American crew in the final for the 
Grand Challenge Cup. 


HEY had tea on Phyllis Lawn, and it was there 
that Calliope met Mr. Roland Fittleworth, of 
the Magdalen College crew, resplendent in his red 
blazer and white flannel trousers. She had seen him 
earlier in the day, rowing, a young Greek god; and 
though she did not know it, she was more interested 


in him in that rdle than in his attempts to live up 
to the dazzling standard of revolt which she un- 
furled above him, as a fellow-member of the new 
generation. In fact, she found him distinctly be- 
hind the advanced set at Lakeville College, Con- 
necticut. He was little better than a “Victorian” 
in his literary tastes—liked Tennyson, thought 
that some of Emerson, even, wasn’t bad; and 
“hadn’t any use” for her “radicals,” whom he de- 
scribed as “‘a stuffy crowd of bounders.” 

At the same time, the red blazer on this particular 
occasion made him a person of distinction. Cal- 
liope rather liked to be seen walking on that beau- 
tifully matured old lawn with one of the leading 
“‘eightsmen,” especially as it was obvious to every 
feminine eye, and to most masculine eyes also, that 
he was the naively delighted captive of her bow and 
spear. Moreover, he was (Continued on page 104) 
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EXQUISITE WRAP OF CHINCHILLA 


The soft gray and darker gray of chinchilla have been so artis- 
tically worked into a long enveloping wrap that the stripes of 
the fur melt together to form an interesting play of line. The 
huge roll collar turns up to the eyelashes; the wrap falls to the 
very heels. Posed by Miss Gilda Gray, of the Ziegfeld Follies. 
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NEW YORK DEMANDS 
LUXURIOUS FURS 











LTHOUGH it has. been rumored that 
nothing fur-bearing is safe in Paris, 
yi 


not even the inevitable café cat, and 
that all sorts of strange furs are appearing 
under stranger names, dyed and plucked and 
shorn, New York designers are presenting 
the most conventional and luxurious of furs, 
handled in the grand manner. 

This, of course, makes an interesting sea- 
and makes the contrast between the 
imported and the domestic furs very marked. 

The outstanding feature of the New York 
fur fashions is the extreme ingenuity with 
which the pelts are handled. Nothing seems 
too difficult or elaborate for fur to 
achieve. From the shirring and gathering, 
the circular flounce, and even ruffles of fur, 
one would think it were crépe de Chine or 
chiffon velvet. 

In spite of the fact that the tube-like coat, 
perfectly straight and without a ripple from 
collar to heel, is still smart, both in fur and 
fabric, a remarkable quantity of tiered and 
flounced fur wraps have appeared. Perhaps 
it is because so many new fashion notes may 
be created by the use of tiers both straight 
and circular. Sometimes the line is left 
perfectly straight, with the tiers lying flat and 
not breaking the line. Sometimes there is 
a circular flounce merely at the front, like 


son, 


too 





OSTLY chinchilla, mink, and 
appear in_ the 
extravagant wraps the New York 
made for several 


ermine most 


designers have 
Seasons. 

Tiered effects and circular flounces 
achieve entirely new silhouettes in 
fur wraps. 

Flat furs are handled as if they 
were fabrics, one ingeniously ap- 
plied to the other as trimming. 

A new short fur coat 1s made by 
Paris, longer than hip-length and 
not quite three-quarter length. 

Summer ermine is still extremely 
good for afternoon and evening wraps. 


sleeves, often cut with deep points, sleeves 
that may be held together to form an en- 
veloping drapery in the front, voluminous 
sleeves of the picturesque sort. 

Another characteristic of the new fur coat 
is that it so often has the deep surplice neck- 
line, accented by the fact that the collar is 
made of a different fur from the wrap. Two 
flat furs, such as broadtail and kolinsky, are 
used in this way with extremely smart effect. 

A coat that is not three-quarter length and 
is not the short coat of last season is shown 
by both American and French houses. The 
devotee of the short coat may wear this 
without feeling that she is clothed in last 
season’s mode. This type of coat usually 
has an irregular skirt-line or ends in a circu- 
lar ruffle a little below the hips that gives an 
odd new long-waisted effect. When a wrap 
of this length is trimmed with long-haired 
fur, it gives the figure beneath the coat a 
slim youthful line. 


MAY of the smartest new fur wraps are 
black—black broadtail, black caracul, 
and black baby lamb. These are trimmed 
with fur in brown or-wood-tan. 

For evening, light and dark furs are con- 
trasted, such as white ermine and _ black 
fox, or white ermine and beige ermine. What 








a godet insert. Again the tiers are circular 
all the way around and make the silhouette a 
frankly broken one. ; 

Flat furs, such as broadtail, caracul, and ermine, 
are necessarily used for this type of wrap. They are 
most flexible and easily handled. 


OV’ page fifty is shown a cape of beige caracul 

with brown caracul applied. This is an excellent 
ecample of the new use of furs, both by Paris and 
the New York designers. The brown fur is ap 


plied to the beige as one fabric is used to trim an- 
other, and is worked in with painstaking artistry, so 
that the edges blend and form a smooth unbroken 





suriace. The cape itself is one of the new circularly 
cut models. 

Shown with this cape is a wrap of ermine that has 
a wide rippling circular ruffle that begins at the 
neck-line and runs all the way around a train-like 
back. This is rather typical of the grand lengths 
to which fur wraps are going this season. 

The little close sleeve that most of last year’s fur 
coats wore is now conspicuous by its absence. The 
more pretentious fur wrap that is taking the place 
of last season’s rather jaunty and not-to-be-taken- 
seriously short coat, has a sleeve more in keeping 
with it. Many of the new models have very wide 





with the elaborate handling and the use of 
two kinds of fur, the more pretentious wraps for after- 
noon and evening are unusually gorgeous this season. 

The use of dark furs has suggested linings gor 
geously colored in contrast. Brilliant cerise and 
flame color, brocaded fabrics in gold and color, 
give this season’s coats splendid richness. 

In summing up the use of furs by the New York 
and French furriers this season, one is most im 
pressed by the fact that Paris has used the most 
varied and extraordinary kinds of pelts, as we have 
shown on pages sixty-three, sixty-four and sixty-five 
of this issue, while New York has employed the more 
conservative and more costly fur in ingenious ways. 
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NEW 
INTERESTING 








All the mink fur on the sleeves of a gold 
brocaded Worth evening wrap is on the 
inside. The sleeves are slit half-way up 
the arm to show the fur. <A surplice collar 
of the mink repeats the deep golden color. 


(Left) The charm and softness of this 
black broadtail coat, with a circular flounce 
in front, are accented by the very wide and 
pointed sleeves. The soft rolled collar of 
sable is shaped in a deep surplice line. 


(Right) Very long and pointed are the 
great enveloping sleeves of a black caracul 
coat that wraps about the figure in a 
straight line. Again the deep and becoming 
surplice line, framed by a kolinsky collar. 


FUR WRAPS WITH 
SLEEVES - 
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Models on 
both pages 
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4 THREE ,EXTRAORDINARILY SMART 
% 
i ee , ‘ 
FLAT FUR WRAPS 
é fy 
f } ‘ \ To give the beautifully soft line to the wide 
y fe i sleeves of this white ermine wrap, they are 
i j i edged with a wide shirred band of the fur. 
f. Dramatic contrast is supplied by a black 
¥ f ; se fox collar overlapping in a surplice line. 
4 (Left) Nothing has been smarter, for the 
' ; past season, than the straight coat, either 
\ in fur or fabric. This season it is renewed 
\ with a slightly different “feeling.” Beige 
\ i ermine is delicately trimmed with monkey. 
: \ 
s ‘ ¢ 


(Right) Sometimes the straight coat is in 
three tiers. This black broadtail coat, 
collared with kolinsky, is an excellent ex- 
ample of how smart this mode is. The 
silhouette is straight in spite of the liers. 
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FURS USED IN THE MANNER OF FABRICS 
A remarkable circular cape, made in long swinging folds, is of 
beige caracul, with long flame-like points of brown caracul 
applied asa border. The double collar is of beige and brown fox. 
Another wrap, in which the fur is cut and handled as if it were 
‘ a fabric, is of white ermine made with a great circular ruffle. 

Lines of black fur show under the white in slender stripes. 


Very soft and flexible platinum-colored caracul is used for this 
wrap that has spiral bands of platinum fox about its hem, and 
the neck and shoulders are smothered in a great collar of the fox. 


Models from 
BEST AND COMPANY 
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TWO EXAMPLES OF 


THAT RARE 


LATIN CHARM 


This demure Second Em- 
pire atmosphere is a remark- 
able achievement for a Span- 
ish girl, from Madrid. Miss 
Raquel Meller has created 
nothing short of a sensation 


in all the music halls of 


Europe, and is to appear 
here next November in a 
revue of the Continental 
type. Her American en- 
gagement is under the man- 


agement of the Selwyns. 
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Mlle. Mistinguette is one of 
those. versatile people who 
might be called a character 
actress or a revue artist or 
both. One cf her notable 
successes not long ago was 
the launching of ‘“‘Mon 
Homme,” which became the 
rage of Paris. She is shown 













in a costume of iridescent 
beads with head-dress of 
rhinestones and white os- 
trich, by Alice Bernard, 
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“With a sort of delicious agitation he found himself re-visioning 
Janice Gager come to life 
again—and taking to him, hard-boiled old Johnny Tutwiler!” 


AFTER A MAN’S FIFTY 


Short 


Janice 


A New 


OMETHING was the matter with Johnny 

Tutwiler, and he was having some little diffi- 
w culty in diagnosing just what the trouble was, 
and more and more difficulty in shaking it off. Very 
stealthily it had been creeping over him for several 
months. Not boredom, nor discontent, nor a craving 
for anything definite; something more insidious 
than any of these. Something that defied exact 
analysis. With a sort of growing impatience, he 
sought to nullify the queer spasms of inner unnamed 
unrest with an external augmentation of zestful 
deed and action. 

For many years Tutwiler had walked about his 
particular little part of the earth mainly occupied 
with culling the utmost possible enjoyment out of 
life. He was what is termed a confirmed bachelor. 
As a young man he had taken stock of the worldly 
scheme and had then chosen for himself what seemed 
the sanest, safest, and most all-round satisfactory 
doctrine. At that time he’d had but a moderate in- 
come, yet one which kept him comfortably enough 
so long as he had only his own wants to consider; 
and so, observing what happened to other young 
men of equal means after they got married, Tutwiler 
had made his sensible decision 

Only once had he ever been in any serious danger: 
that was the time, along in his middle thirties, when 
he almost fell in love with a girl—almost contem- 
plated matrimony. But there had been only one 
time, and he had contrived to save himself. 


HEN other men were worrying over the soar- 

ing rentals of housekeeping flats, over the 
expensive upkeep of wife and children at beach or 
mountain, over the alarming expense of school or 
college or what-not, Johnny Tutwiler’s chief con- 
cern took the lines of whether he could afford to re- 
decorate his bachelor quarters, whether he could 
swing a trip to Palm Beach and a western hunting 
excursion the same year, or, the time the Big 
Drought came, how inexhaustible a liquor supply he 
could justifiably lay in. 


Dunaway's daughter 


’ 
Story 
By Dana GATLIN 
Illustrated by W. T. Benda 


By these last tokens you will see that Johnny 
Tutwiler must have prospered with the years. He 
had; and as he made more and more money at his 
vocation, he made more and more an avocation of 
enjoying life. He had never suffered from loneli- 
ness. His was the kind of good looks and agreeable 
personality that made friends easily. Even in his 
leaner years he had been popular in bohemian 
gatherings, at suburban and upper West Side dinner 
tables, and in the more modest country clubs; and 
now that he was independently rich, well-known 
actresses called him by his first name, the mothers 
of débutantes found his brand of humor convulsing, 
and he was to be seen at the gayest and most fash- 
ionable summer week-ends—never any tiresome 
obligations holding him back from whither his will 
listed. 

It had evidently paid Johnny Tutwiler to remain 
a bachelor. His age was now fifty-one. 


NE late afternoon of May as he was riding on 

top of a bus down to his apartment in Gram- 
ercy Park, a woman seated just in front chanced 
to remark to her companion: “ After a man’s fifty, 
if he has no one of his own, if he thinks he can get 
love without buying it, he’s a fool.” 

Tutwiler overheard and smiled a cynical smile. 
How like a woman! Always thinking of love as if 
that were the main thing. 

He had smiled cynically, overhearing, but when 
he entered his luxuriously comfortable quarters 
that chance remark still lurked in his ears. “ After 
a man’s fifty. % 

Well, he was only fifty-one. And he didn’t feel 
within ten years of that—didn’t look it, either. 
There were lines about his mouth and eyes, of 
course—but that was perhaps partly because he was 
smiling. Involuntarily he effaced that half cynical, 
half quizzical smile. But something in the expres- 
sion of his eyes still arrested his attention; the mir- 
rored eyes gazed back at him—good-natured yet 
a little too astutely knowing, kindly yet with the 


of a City Type 


effect of making a perpetual discount on whatever 
they saw—eyes which had seen just a trifle too 
much. 

After all, he was only fifty-one. And life was as 
good as it had been at forty-one—thirty-one; better 
even. And had never promised so much as it did 
just at present. This last year had been a good one; 
he could afford whatever kind of holiday he desired. 

He might run across to Europe in June—England 
for the races, and then a few weeks in Paris. How- 
ever, he wasn’t sure; a man might do much worse 
than stay in New York; he liked little old New York 
and liked it especially in the summer. Besides, 
there was Fayette; he didn’t wish to go so far from 
Fayette—not just at present. 

Musing and whistling a refrain from a current 
musical show, he looked over his fresh clothes 
before taking his shower. He was taking Fayette 
to dinner. Still musing and still whistling, he 
chanced to glance out the open window. Down in 
the little park the shadows were cutting long level 
swaths through the thickening yellow sunshine and 
the fountain in the center tinkled dreamily. There 
was a nursemaid with a child on one of the near-by 
benches and, as he looked, the little girl climbed 
down and came running eagerly toward the gate. 

““Daddy—there comes daddy!”’ she called in her 
shrill treble. “‘Hello, daddy!” 

Tutwiler saw a man stoop down and saw the little 
girl squeeze him tightly round the neck. For just 
a moment he had the oddest sensation that he could 
feel those little clutching arms round his own neck— 
they felt soft and warm and moist. 





HEN, with an ironical smile for his brief and 

ridiculous surge of sentimentality, Tutwiler left 
the window. In his heart he did not really envy 
that man down there; in reality he pitied him. Pitied 
him because he couldn’t dine with a Fayette to- 
night, but would probably drowse tediously and 
endlessly over his paper, else take his wife to the 
movies, or perhaps play a bickering, small-stake 
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‘Fox grinned and said, ‘What's the matter, Tut? 





Got the hump? 


Here, try this—best little antidote for blue devils ever invented.’” 


game of bridge in his stuffy parlor with some 
humdrum married couple—evenings must be dull, 
duller even than the full, plodding days for the poor 
devils who had got entrapped in domesticity and its 
sacrificial virtues. And he didn’t doubt that most 
married men, at times, regretted and resented 
their state. 


BY half an hour later, when he ran up to Fox’s 
rooms on the floor above for a cocktail, he 
heard that chance phrase sounding again in his 
mind—*‘After a man’s fifty if he has no one of 
his own ” And he found himself looking at the 
scene, at the convivial group gathered there, with 
a sort of detached appraisement. It was a hilari- 
ously cheerful scene. Fox’s “hangout” was, if 
anything, more luxuriously complete, more con- 
veniently and handsomely equipped with every pro- 
vision for masculine comfort, than was his own. As 
he entered, Fox, a rather smallish and wizened-up 
chap with sharp, clever eyes and a sharp, witty 
tongue, was displaying a new humidor he had just 
acquired. He displayed it proudly, distributed its 
contents with characteristic generosity, then pro- 
ceeded with the business of the hour—shaking up 
the cocktails at the miniature bar he had secured 
from some saloon somewhere and had set up as a 
prominent shrine in his entrance hall. 

Sunk into the recesses of a marvelous chair, 
Tutwiler listened to the cheerful sound of tin- 
kling ice and swishing liquid and to Fox’s dominat- 
ing, garrulous voice. Fox was older than himself, 
and he certainly didn’t know any man who got more 
absolute contentment out of life than old Fox. 

Still with that reluctant but somehow compelling 
appraisement, he regarded the other men. There 
were four or five of them—all of them the “ good- 
fellow” variety, all sleekly prosperous looking, all 
marked by a certain complacency of well-being, by 
a certain hilarious freedom from care in this hour of 
relaxation—and not one of them under fifty! And 
yet, as he looked and listened, looked at that con- 





vivial, carefree group and listened to that jovially 
commingled din, a sort of inertness seemed to settle 
on him. 

Fox approached him with a drink. 

““What’s the matter, Tut? Got the hump? It’s 
the deuce, isn’t it?” 

“What do you know about the hump?” Tutwiler 
asked curiously. 

Fox shrugged, then grinned and said: 

“Here, try this—best little antidote for blue devils 
ever invented.” 

But for some reason the drink did not serve to lift 
utterly that queer little inside weight. Even the 
anticipated evening with Fayette did not serve to 
dissipate it utterly, though Fayette was young 
enough and pretty enough to divert any man. She 
was young and pretty enough, after having made a 
quasi-reputation as a dancer, to be now in possession 
of a motion-picture contract. Tutwiler was proud 
of her looks, proud of the envious approbation of his 
masculine friends and usually in sufficient harmony 
with Fayette’s general scheme of diversion. 

To-night she had a plan for joining some friends 
at a popular dance and supper place. At first he 
demurred, scarcely knowing why; but, having no 
substitute entertainment to propose, he finally 
acquiesced. But he had difficulty in feeling as gay 
as he wanted to feel—as he’d always felt, as he 
should feel. The place was overcrowded, overheated; 
the dancing tired him; he’d have liked to sit out, but 
Fayette didn’t wish to sit out—she twitted him with 
“getting old.” Getting old! He didn’t miss an 
encore after that. And after a while, under the 
feverish excitement of the surroundings, that bother- 
some something akin unreasonably to depression 
seemed finally to dissipate and vanish. 


T WAS during this evening’s jollification that the 
motor tour, which was to contain one episode 
Tutwiler didn’t anticipate and a clarification of his 
hazy perturbations which was not to allay them, 
was first banteringly projected and then speedily 





and definitely arranged. 


It grew out of Tutwiler’s 
mentioning that he contemplated buying a new car, 
a big seven-passenger, painted maroon color—a 


beauty. And Fayette, roused 
animation, had said: 

“T say, Tut—why don’t you take a bunch of us 
onatrip? A sort of christening for the new buggy? 
It’d be a lark!—say, wouldn’t it?” 

And Tutwiler had caught up the suggestion she 
had offered in the tentative banter; the “lark”? was 
on—he planned it all out, with Fayette’s help, 
right then and there. 


temporarily to 


HE very next day Tutwiler closed negotiations 

for the car. He drove round to Fayette’s to 
take her for a ride, eager to show it off, to hear her 
approbation. He wasn’t disappointed; the big, 
powerful, graceful beauty roused her to an unwonted 
display of enthusiasm. 

“Oh, Tut—what a peach! It’s a perfect darling of 
a car!” 

Tutwiler smiled complacently. 

“T’d rather have it than any car I’ve seen this 
season,”’ she went on. ‘“‘I’d be perfectly happy if I 
could have a car like that!” And then: ‘Say, Tut— 
give it to me when you're tired of it, won’t you?” 

“All right,” he agreed, still smiling. “I'll give it 
to you—when I’m tired of it.” 

Tutwiler poured out on this expedition an almost 
excessively eager enthusiasm, almost exaggerated; 
he was counting on it, on its entertainment and 
change, on its stimulating powers—its ability to 
dispel that strange and nameless heaviness in his 
heart—more than he was quite aware. 

And so they set out the next week—the first 
in June—he and Fayette and another couple 
of proven congeniality. They had decided on a 


jaunt to Boston and back, an ideal little trip which 
would be easy and comfortable and with plenty of 
diverting resources at the stop-overs. 
overs had been carefully planned. 
Thus it was something 


The stop- 


(Continued on page 134) 





Mrs. Gibson Fahnestock, 
a member of Newport's 
“Old Guard,” at Bailey’s. 





Mrs. Alexander Hamilton 
Rice is one of Newport's 
distinguished hostesses. 


“* Honeysuckl Lodge” ts 
presided over by the hospitable 
Mrs. T. Suffern Tailer. 














Miss Barbara Whitney and M 
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Miss Muriel Vanderbilt at the Casino. 





r. Barklie McK. Henry. 
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A NUMBER 
OF NEWPORT’S 


MOST PLEASING 


SMILES 


ALEKANOER 


(Above) The tennis matches 
delighted Miss Joan Whitney, 
daughter of Payne Whitney. 


Mrs. Marcus Daly was a 
guest at Mr. and Mrs. 
James W. Gerard’s villa. 
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mrsansriouss 


Mrs. Carter Leidy and Mr. Perry Osborne leave Bailey’s. enjoying the season in 
the Newport colony. 
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Mrs. J. F. A. Clark and Mrs. H. G. Cushing. 
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@LEXANOER A BROWN 


: One can understand that Mrs. 
Frederic Nano is finding her 


Among the débutantes is Miss 
Frances Budlong, daughter 
of Milton J. Budlong. 


summer a busy one socially. 





During the midseason Mrs. ha i snreanarsonee Golf and tennis are the fa- 
Herbert Shipman deserted 
Tuxedo Park for Newport. 





vorite diversions at Newport 


Mrs. Robert W. Sherwin and Mr. Paulding Fosdick. of Mrs. George F. Baker, Jr. 
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NAMARA OF THE OPERA COMIQUE 


Molyneux has gowned Madame Marguerite Namara in white 
brocade and silver lace, with a cluster of delicate camellias, for 
her réle in “Traviata.” This distinguished singer, now of the 
Opéra Comique, Paris, was once a member of our own Chicago 
Opera Company, and plans very soon a tour of this country. 
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Models imported 
by 
JAY THORPE 














This brown Maria Guy hat has a crown of felt 
and taffeta brim and bow. (Right) This small Caroline Reboux makes of brown satin ribbon and 
Maria Guy hat of black hatter’s plush is dented golden brown velvet ribbon. (Right) Rose Descat’s 


at one side and has a brush of glycerined ostrich. 


Worn 












PARIS PRESENTS US WITH MANY TEMPTATIONS 
TO ABANDON THE CLOCHE 
For Two Seasons Smart Women on Every Continent Have 


Their Favorite Cloche; Now Paris Has Breken the 
Spell by Introducing the New Shapes Shown on These Pages. 


HEN we look at the new hats from Paris, all we can do is wonder 
U whether any of the new shapes will gain the popularity of the cloche 

that the smartest women in the world have been pulling down over 
their eyes for the past two seasons. Many of the new shapes are undoubtedly 
more becoming, because the cloche is really very trying for the average woman; 
even if it does make her look smart, it is not particularly flattering. 

The hat with the irregular brim, dented at the side, or given a little eccentric 
twist in the back, has appeared as a new and attractive idea for autumn. This, 
of course, gives opportunity for many shapes and varying widths and types 
of brims. This hat is almost invariably trimmed with a large loop or bow of 
ribbon falling over the side of the brim, sometimes so large as to resemble drapery 
instead of a bow. 

Another trimming Paris gives this hat is glycerined marabou, which rather 
resembles glycerined ostrich, but is necessarily finer and fluffier. Great choux 
of this are used in black, often combined with some vivid color. Black and 
yellow or black and green are very good. 

Caroline Reboux has this autumn launched several hats that are rather pic- 
turesque head-dresses than hats. They are made of soft satin or ribbon, closely 
fitting the head, and have exotic trimming of barbaric feathers falling from the 
close-fitting cap-like foundation, or wide “wings” of ribbon, spreading out at 
each side. This is the type of hat about which one says: “It has no decided 
mode, but would look smart anywhere.” 

On pages fifty-eight and fifty-nine are presented the new high-crowned hats 
reminiscent of 1830 top-hats worn by the men and the riding hats worn during 
that period by the women. This hat is a decided departure from the lines of 
the cloche, and still rather like it in feeling; several of the Paris houses are 
prophesying that it is the hat for next season. Perhaps it is. At any rate, it is 
really extremely smart. You will be interested to trace its resemblance to its 
1830 prototypes shown at the top of page fifty-eight. 


Irregular brims, not only dented An excellent example of the large 
but softly irregular lead logi- bow falling from the brim of the 
cally to the “‘tam.”” This Alice hat—a note that is decidedly new 
Henriette tam of black velvet has and becoming. It is a Maria 


a large moire loop at one side. Guy hat of black hatter’s plush. 














(Above) Another hat that is really a head-dress 


black felt hat has a chou of bright green and black. 






































In 1830, the riding hat 
worn by smart feminin- 
ity was the exact counter- 
part of her lord’s high 
beaver. Exactly the same, 
r vee pl, of course, for a 
few odd ornaments such 
as assorted feathers, a 
ve il, and pe rhaps ad wee 
bit ribbon bow. This hat 
is the basis of the neu 
high hat of this season. 


An unusual Marguerite 
et Leonie hat is oddly 


built on top-hat lines, of 
ostrich flues in shades of 


yellow and orange ap- 
plied flatly. The tiny 


brim is of gazelle fur. 





NOW THAT WE ARE 
EMERGING FROM 
UNDER THE CLOCHE 


This Suzy hat of black heavy grosgrain has 
the high 1830 crown, new this autumn, but it 
has, too, a narrow brim of sable fur wider at 
the sides than in the front, and grosgrain 
loops pointing out at either side. It really 
does two smart things, because this looped 
ribbon, as well as the high crown, is very new. 
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You see, the gentlemen in 
1830 wore a great deal 
that the smart woman to- 
day might wear, with 
slight modifications—the 
top-hat, that supplies the 
fundamental lines of all 
the hats on these two 
pages, and the stock col- 
lar such as the smart 
woman now wears with 
her new French tailleur. 
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The 1830 top-hat ances- 
tors of this black felt Le 
Monnier hat would know 
it immediately for a di- 
rect descendant. There 
is a band of coarse black 


fringe around the crown. 
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PARIS 

























THE HIGH HAT 


BE SMART 





WILL 














Even when very filmy tissues Across the front of this 


Susy hat of gray felt, with a 


we 


are used, Paris gives the 


| 
small hat a high crown. high crown and narrow brim 
i This Suzy hat is of wood-tan turned up at the sides, are 
: 
s tulle, with a tan lace veil. placed flat loops of grosgrain. | 
4 | 
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: 
In the case of this Mar Taupe velvet is used for this 
guerile et Leonie hat of black Marguerite et Leonie top- 
hatter’s plush, the high crown Although this Alexis hat is completely hat, and flying from the very 
is trimmed with yellow and feminized by mauve ostrich feathers, the lop of its high crown is a 
black glycerined marabou. basic lines are those of the top-hat. The hat cocarde of brown feathers. 
itself is of gold and mauve silk, very heavy, 
and raised in a tiny matelassé dot design. 
a 
a 
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Models on both pages 
imported by 


ROLLE 


THE 


INTERPRETER’S 


HOUSE 


Novel 


A New 


Smart New 


By StTrrRuTHNERS BURT 
lllustra d i 
HW. R. Ballinger 
It BEGAN Tuis Way 


NUILLIAN EYRE, at thirty-five, has returned 
to New York, after adventurous years spent 
in exploring, in fighting, and as a member 

of the Embassy at Tokyo. 

He wants to come to some sort of anchor. One 
opportunity before him, or so he thinks, is to enter 
the family bank. His father has retired. His 
brother, Philip, is in charge. For inexplicable 
reasons, however, Philip Eyre refuses to have 
Guilian in the bank. 

Meanwhile Guilian has met Mrs. Sydney Prende- 
gast—Vida. He finds her attractive. There is a 
tea. A dinner. A number of meetings. And as 
old Henry Eyre, Guilian’s father, reflects, “granting 
the best of intentions, an idle man and a discon- 
tented wife have, in even the most Christian of 
communities, an exceptionally low rating in depend- 
ability 

Old Mr. Eyre tries to persuade Guilian to leave 
New York for the comparative safety of Hibernia, 
the ancestral Eyre estate, and fulfil his desire for 
occupation by taking charge of things up there. 

Guilian is almost persuaded to go when Mar- 
garet, the severe wife of Philip Eyre, thinks it high 
time for her to interfere in the affair. Margaret 
invites Vida Prendegast to her house and tells her 
what, no doubt, she would have called a few plain 
truths And Vida, emerging from Margaret’s 
house, encounters Guilian. All the man’s chivalry 
is aroused. New and dangerous forces have entered 
into the situation. 

‘You’re crying!” Guilian exclaims. “Damn 
Margaret! What’s she been doing to you?” 

SECOND PART 

UILLAN and Vida walked slowly and in silence 

along Sixtieth Street to Fifth Avenue, and then 


south 
Out of the corner of his eye Guilian watched his 


York 
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“It was as if Guilian had pulled apart the edges of a wound. ‘Vida, 
over the whole thing, again and again, since I saw you last, and 


companion. The drooping, long lashes, the demure, 
compressed lips, told him that something rather 
serious had happened. He had never seen her like 
this before. He had always thought her inclined 
to be impervious to the attacks of the world; cool 
under its comments; daintily flippant. His heart 
turned over with pity. She was pathetically alone 
and defenseless. Fundamentally, all women were 
pitiful . . . they hated you if you told them that, but 
it was true, none the less. This woman was es- 
pecially pitiful. 

“Would you rather take a taxi?’’ he asked. 

“Oh, no, thanks, I like walking.” 


T WAS a quarter past five when Vida and Guilian 

came to Fortieth Street and the converted 
house, with its French windows and balconies, and 
turned in through the many-paned front door, and 
took the elevator, painted a dove-gray and cared 
for by a sardonic-faced youth in a dove-gray 
uniform. 

Vida opened her door with a key and, crossing 
the narrow hall hung with a tapestry, rang a bell 
and ordered a maid to bring her tea. Then she led 
Guilian into the big room beyond. 

“I’m going to take off my hat,” she said, “and 
make myself utterly comfortable. It’s hot. I’m 
glad to be home. I’ve had a long day.” 

She sank with a sigh into the large blue-gray 
lounge that faced the empty fireplace. A long 
table, with books and a piece of gold brocade 
and ivory and crystal trinkets and silver boxes 


scattered about its wine-colored surface, stood 
behind it. ‘Come here,’’ she commanded, “and 
be very nice, and sit near to me, and tell me in- 
teresting things. The first night you met me 
you were going to tell me interesting things and 
you never did. Strange, isn’t it, how a place 
takes on or loses something when one of the people 
who live in it is gone? Ordinarily, I hate this 
room and stay away from it as much as pos- 
sible, but when Sydney is away I like it. It, 
and all things in it, seem to belong to me 
again. I'll order you a whisky and soda, if 
you’d rather.” 

“Oh, no, thanks,” said Guilian, “tea’ll do. Is 
your husband off on that motor-trip?” 

He didn’t point out to her that the reason he 
had never told her interesting things was _ be- 
cause she had never given him the opportunity to 
do so. . 

“This morning. To Saratoga. Four large red- 
faced men and Sydney. He looked rather pitiful 
and spirituel beside them. But don’t let’s talk 
about it. Never—never again, for two weeks any- 
how. For two weeks this apartment is mine and 
nothing unpleasant is going to be discussed in it. 
Only pleasant things.” Her smile and voice fal- 
tered. “At the end of two weeks. i 

“Well?” 

“At the end of two weeks. . . She got to her 
feet and stood before him, her hands clasped before 
her. “Well with amused impatience, “ what 
happens at the end of two weeks ?”’ 
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my dear,’ he said, ‘it won’t do . 


She shrugged her shoulders and sat down again 
with a motion as swift as the former one. 

‘“‘T’m not sure,” she said in a muffled voice. 

Guilian leaned forward and drew her hand away 
from the tea things and held it in his. 

“Look here,” he said, “I think I know; I think 
you’re trying to tell me I'll have to give up seeing 
you; and so you have absolutely and entirely got 
to explain to me what happened this afternoon. 
What did Margaret say to you, and what’s it all 
about? If you don’t tell me, I'll go to Margaret 
myself. Yes, I will,’ he repeated threateningly. 

She refused to meet his eyes, and instead looked 
down at her hand, clasped in his. “Don’t, please!” 
she whispered and drew it away. 

Guilian was angry. ‘“‘Damn it!” he retorted. 
“T’m not holding your hand sentimentally. I’m 
holding it as a friend. And I want to help you. I 
insist upon helping you. I’ve a right to know. 
Margaret is my sister-in-law.” 


I, STOOD up in the angle formed by the tea- 
table and the lounge upon which they were 
sitting and glowered down at her, and she raised her 
eyes slowly to his. He saw in them a sudden timid 
shining look that left him afraid and utterly silent. 
“Lean down,” she whispered, as he bent his 
head and she stretched out her arms and drew him 
to her. 
“What do you care?” she asked. “What do you 
care about Margaret? . . . Oh, Gilly, Gilly!” 
It seemed to Guilian that the time from the 





. it won't do at all. I've gone 
there’s only one sensible and decent wavy of fixing it. One only.’”’ 


“Guilian felt overwhelmingly sorry for 
young girls with gray eyes, just beginning 
to plunge into the foam of the whirl pool.” 


moment when he had first seen her eyes to the mo- 
ment when he felt her lips against his face had been 
incredibly long, had been incredibly short, like the 
flight from a flat dusty August rock to the cool 
waters at its feet. Now the waters covered him 
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completely, releasingly; drowned him beneath 
them. And he did not struggle against them. He 
wanted to stay in their warm, mind-deadening em- 
brace, shot with little flashes of thought like sun- 
light broken by shifting currents. He was glad now, 
and liberated, and elate. 

He raised the slim yielding figure to its feet and 
bent its flexibility between his arms and kissed 
the wide, red, slightly open mouth. He didn’t 
want to think. He wanted to smother his thoughts. 

For a moment Vida lay inert, her eyes closed, 
and then her lids opened, and she smiled and, 
lifting her head, kissed again and again the dark 
face bent down to her with a strange little half- 
petulant, passionate eagerness. 

“And I was going to send you away!” she mur- 
nured. “T was never going to see you again. I 
was debating with myself whether to send you away 
now or give myself two further weeks of happiness. 
Silly me, as if I could send you away! Now I will 
never send you away. Never! Never! Will I?” 
She tugged at his coat impatiently. 

Her eyes closed once more. “Put me down on 
the lounge,”’ she said, ““and hold me close to you. 
I’m glad now. I was so afraid that it would happen, 
and so sure that it would.” She laughed softly. 


IE, OBEYED her, and for a while she lay silent; 
finally she spoke without moving. 

“What are you thinking about?” she asked sud- 
denly. “You mustn’t think.” 

“I’m afraid I'll have to,” he said soberly, “at 
least, after a while.” 

He released her gently and got to his feet. 

“T must go now. I will come for you at your 
cousin’s at half past eight. Do you still want to go 
to the theater?” 

“Oh, yes, I suppose so.” 

She did not open her eyes and he did not disturb 
her stillness, but a quaint inspiration towards chiv- 
alry made him bend down instead and kiss her 
relaxed hand gravely; an inspiration possibly also 
towards apology, the apology all men desire to 
make, openly or obliquely, when they have lost 
themselves in an indulgence. 

“Good-by,”’ he said. Somehow words of endear- 
ment did not yet find his lips with any sort of ease; 
seemed pretentious; artificial. 

He paused at the table to light a cigaret, and, 
this task completed, 
started towards the hall. 
A swift stirring of feet 
made him turn about. 
Vida was at his side, her 
fingers on his arm. 

“No!” she said ear- 
nestly. “No! I was right. 
You must go away. What 
good can come of this? 
You must never come 
back again. Knowing me 
will only hurt you. Hurt 
you horribly . . . horribly 
You must go away.” 

Guilian looked down at 
her thoughtfully and then 
laughed and took her by 
her shoulders. “Stand 
still,’ he commanded, 
“and look at me. Don’t 
you think I’m able to take 
care of myself? You 
couldn’t hurt me even if 
you weren't the sort of 


woman you are. Leave 
things to me. Don't 
worry... Don’t...” and 


then he bent down and 
kissed her again. 

But Guilian was not 
easily comforted; he had 
been amazed at himself, 
shaken, discredited in his 
own mind. This, then, 
was the end of his friendly 
intentions and cool honest 
imaginings? He might 
have known it would be 
so. It was always so; 
always; always. But a man fooled himself; con- 
tinued to fool himself in each new instance. Kept 
on fooling himself until his self-deception was ended 
by the grave. It was his favorite method of eating 
his cake and yet having it. (Continued on page 122 
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Fur wraps designed by the French houses show remarkable 
latitude in length, with the silhouette always slender. Gray 
squirrel, mounted on gray crépe, makes a graceful three-quarter 
length coat with plaits of the crépe showing between the skins 
from waist-line to lower edge. It is designed by Germaine. 


The flat furs are in great favor for this season’s wraps. Ger- 


maine designs a coat in one of the new intermediate lengths of 


glistening black pony-skin. There is a standing collar, and 
around it a cravat of black velvet, with ends that reach to the 
waist-line. The sleeves of many fur wraps widen at the wrists. 


An ankle-length coat of soft brown fur, designed by Germaine, 
has the skins mounted on brown crépe to give the slender sil- 
houette that has been seen in the smartest coats of cloth. The 
skins are used both horizontally and crosswise, so that there is 
no monotony in the long straight line from chin to ankle. 
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ef CE. 


Paris is handling fur as if it were fabric. The coat of 
pony, above, has circular flounces on both skirt and 
Another wrap is of narrow strips of mole. 


sleeves. 


PARIS 


GRUNWALD 









BERNARD 


INSISTS UPON SIMPLICITY 









PHILIPPE 
elLGASTON 


The straight lines that Paris has worn the last two seasons 
appear again in this mink coat. Ermine is used for a 
soft jacket a little below the hip-length of last season. 


THAT 


IS SMARTER THAN LUXURY 


At the Moment, the Most Elegant Women in Paris 
Wear the Deceptively Simple Type of Costume, the 


Costume Built with 


2 rue de la Paix, Paris. 
T IS quite true that Paris is less smart than before 
I the war. Neither at the races, restaurants, public 
or private entertainments do we see the refined 
luxuriousness of dress which was everywhere visible 
in pre-war days. Instead of luxury in dress, sim- 
plicity is now the rule, and the new simplicity is even 
more costly than the sumptuous costuming of ten 
years ago. Money has changed hands, some of the 
rich having become poor, and very many of the 
former poor having become rich, and it is now the 
nouveaux riches who wear extravagant clothes while 
the grande dame is clad with exquisite severity. 
And while any one, almost, may use rich stuffs or sew 
on trimmings, only an artist can create one of the 
so-simple frocks now much affected by really well- 
dressed women. 


WHAT 1s Now SMART 


HE races, for instance, are no longer smart, in 

the old sense. Before the war the pesage at 
Longchamps contained an assemblage of elegantly 
gowned women, whereas now a dense mixed crowd 
fills the enclosure. Then all the women were smart, 
while now one must sift the crowd for smart frocks, 
which, by the way, may be found if the sifting is 
complete. 

But the smart frock of to-day is the simple one. 
This is an incontestable and little-understood fact. 
Bizarre garments, never good style, are more than 
ever at the moment in disfavor. The simple frock 


is the only really smart one, and a frock is smart in 
proportion as it is simple. In hats the rule is the 
same. But with all this rather trying simplicity, 
never were fashions more exquisite than now, nor the 
jewels worn more wonderful, nor the embroideries 
so decorative and generally lovely in design and 
color. 


LACE AT THE RACES 


ANY lace frocks appeared at the races dur- 

ing the Grande Semaine, frocks of black lace 
over black satin, black lace combined with black 
mousseline, écru lace combined sometimes with écru 
mousseline or thin crépe, écru lace touched with gold 
embroidery over black satin, heavy écru lace com- 
bined with finest linen over black satin. A shim- 
mering web of white-and-silver lace, banded with 
narrow silver galon, was made in a slightly circular 
flounce which formed the lower part of a skirt, slit 
at intervals from its edge to above the knee. 

Mrs. Robert Goelet wore a frock of thinnest black 
lace combined with plaited black mousseline, with a 
transparent cape fashioned in the same manner, and 
a broad black hat trimmed with a curved ribbon of 
crosse plumes posed on the side. The Marquise de 
Polignac wore a simple Chéruit gown of light beige 
lace, trimmed with gold galon, with a Reboux hat of 
pale yellow straw trimmed with dark brown velvet 
ribbon. 

The Baronne Henri de Rothschild wore a simple 





Infinite Care and Artistry. 


frock of white blonde lace and a pale yellow hat, 
with a cluster of short black ostrich plumes posed 
on the left side. The Princess Faucigny-Lucinge and 
the Baronne de Foucaucourt also wore lace frocks, 
while a great number of more or less well-known 
women wore simple gowns of lace and muslin. 

Many of the smartest frocks were black. Black 
rep, faille, satin, cloth, and moire. Mrs. Wright, 
formerly Mrs. Corbina Johnson, wore a black felt 
hat with a black cloth coat collared with leopard. 
The Comtesse de Salverte wore a straight black 
cloak and a black canolier trimmed with a ribbon 
of black crosse which formed a brush on the brim- 
edge. 


MAUVE AND RED 


PRETTY black alpaca frock was trimmed with 
gold, with a gold-edged black handkerchief 
tucked into the pocket below the waist-line in front. 
A black cloth dress from Louiseboulanger was em- 
broidered lightly on the short sleeve with yellow 
cotton thread; with it was worn a black hat trimmed 
with yellow and long gloves of yellow suéde. 
Flounces of black velvet trimmed the skirt of a 
black crépe de Chine frock, which had two narrow 
ruffles of black velvet across the shoulders. Wide 
bands of black velvet combined with narrow stripes 
of velvet formed the trimming of another black 
crépe frock, and there were several black velvet 
jackets and cloaks seen in the enclosure. 
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Much mauve appeared suddenly at Long- 
champs on the day of the Grand Prix 
mauve combined with one or two shades of red; 
and we are to see more of this mauve next winter, 
with much brilliant geranium red, which is very 
lovely in velvet and will be used for both cloaks 
and evening gowns. 

Some green was worn at the races. The Baronne 
de Neuflize wore a draped green crépe frock with 
a green hat, the brim of which rolled up on the 
right side-back under a flat cluster of red roses. 
There were many light beige frocks; the Comtesse 
de St. Croix wore a small beige turban with a roll 
of beige crépe about the top of the brim with a 
turquoise green wool cloak trimmed with blaireau 

Lady Derby's dark brown crépe frock was em 
broidered with red, beige, and other colors; the 
Duchesse Decazes wore a black crépe frock printed 
lavishly with bright-colored flowers; and the 
Baronne Maurice de Rothschild wore a printed 
foulard frock in blue and white with an écru hat 
trimmed with a sheaf of rose and red flowers, laid 
across the brim on the right side-back 


\ Vivipo WRaApP 


CLOAK of brilliant green silk, stitched in 
* diamonds with green thread and embroidered 
with green between the lines of stitching, was very 
unusual. The inside of the green silk collar was 
lined with black monkey, the shoes were “oxfords”’ 
of black suéde, and the black suéde gloves held 
a flat black suéde pocketbook clasped with a 
plaque of carved, opaque jade. 

Smart was a simple black satin éailleur edged 
with gold braid—the short straight jacket widely 
opened and rounded off in front and the narrow 
skirt opening up the left side, the edges being 
rounded off here also and edged with gold galon. 









The great top-coat that Paris takes in 
its motor is of tan wool, stitched with 
brown, and collared with brown fur. 











At Prix de Haies the Duchesse Decazes 
wore this black satin rain-coat. The 
other coat is of black rubberized crépe. 
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This coat of green wool is in three sec- 
tions, two of the and the middle one of 
gray fur, each loose over the other. 


Similarly edged with gold galon was a straight 
slim cloak of dark rich green velvet collared with 
brown fox. 

Lady Granard (formerly Miss Beatrice Mills) 
wore a frock of écru lace flounced over black satin 
—one of Doucet’s successful models. Baronne de 
Villiers du Terrage was frocked by Worth in cream 
yellow Georgette crépe, trimmed profusely with 
lace of exactly the same shade. The Mar- 
chioness of Crewe, in the President’s tribune with 
Madame Millerand and all the diplomatic group, 
wore a clinging black gown with a pretty toque 
trimmed with black crosse. 

The Bal du Grand Prix this season, while very 
gorgeous, was less beautiful than the Venetian féte 
of a year ago, which as a spectacle was surpassingly 
lovely. This season the costumes, inspired by the 
Orient, were perhaps too varied for a successful 
ensemble, and the mistake of admitting women in 
ordinary evening dress and men in conventional 
evening attire marred the spectacle appreciably. 

Then, too, the long waits between the numerous 
entrées robbed the assembly of all aspect of a ball, 
rendering it merely an evening entertainment, 
where the guests, highly uncomfortable in fancy 
dress, were merely spectators—which was rather 
a pity. 


SOREL AS POMPADOTUR 


HE costumes were very wonderful—mostly 

Chinese, although all the Orient was repre- 
sented, and with the loges of the vast salle gleaming 
with costumes of gold and all the colors called 
Chinese, odd jewels and head-dresses, the scene 
was brilliant. 


Representing the reception of ministers of the’ 


Orient at the court of Louis XV., an opportunity 
was afforded for the most gorgeous of costumes. 
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Another perfectly straight coat is of 
brown broadtail edged with sable fox. 
The straight coat seems as smart as ever. 


Mlle. Cécile Sorel as Madame de 


Madame Laurka, the American dancer, in a quaint 
costume of the eighteenth 
century with a_ towering 
powdered coiffure, danced 
charmingly the measures 
of a Lully minuet. 

One picture represented a 
Coromandel screen—many 
groups of brilliant figures 
posed on a black staircase 
in imitation of the figures 
on the famous old screens 
of Chinese lacquer. An- 
other represented Chinese 
porcelains—the costumes 
faithfully copied from the 
statuettes in the collection 


of the Baronne Henri de 

Rothschild. The Baronne 

de Rothschild herself, the 

Prince de Kapurthala, and 3 

Princess Brinda of Kapur- : ae 
AGNES 


thala were among the nota- 
ble personages who figured 
in this group. All the cos- 
tumes were astonishingly 
complete in detail, requiring 
study rather than a mere 
casual glance. The Duchesse Sforza wore a won- 
derful Indian costume of gold tissue embroidered 
with rubies and other jewels—the towering gold 
head-dress tasseled with red. The Marchioness 
of Crewe wore a golden pagoda-like head-dress, 
and Lady Victoria Bullock, in the same loge, wore 
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Pompadour, 
reclining on tiger skins in her gold palanquin, wore 
a wonderful costume of gold and brilliant plumage, 
designed by Drian and made by Louiseboulanger. 





The wide-brimmed hat now 
usually wears a large bow, 
like this hat of beige matelassé. 
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One of those black cloth wraps, so smart 
for autumn, has cape sleeves and its 
collar trimmed with wide bands of seal. 


a silver and gold gauze turban, while Mrs. Parmely 
Herrick wore a pretty evening frock with no head- 
dress whatever. 

In the loge of the Maharajah de Kapurthala the 
Baronne Fouquier wore a strange eastern coiffure 
of green and silver with 
long projecting silver wings 
on the sides. From the 
avant-scene Mrs. William 
K. Vanderbilt in a black 
gown and pearls looked on 
at the féte and, with her, 
Madame Jacques Balsan 
(formerly Duchess of Marl- 
borough), also in a simple 
evening gown, wore a small 
turban of two shades of 
dark blue tulle. 

In the corridors of the 
Opéra moved a gay exotic 
company of Persian ladies, 
Indian dancers, Chinese 
ladies, mandarins and danc- 
ing girls—a brilliant, mot- 
ley crowd. Among them 
strolled a young man garbed 
as a Hindu, with a live snake 
wreathed about his neck; and 
at sight of him all the pretty 
creatures shrieked and ran. 

In the foyer there was 
much dancing. In the gal- 
lery surrounding the grand staircase champagne 
cup was served. In little rooms on the side a fan- 
tastic company in costumes sat down at an early 
morning supper—and the revel went on until dawn 
and after, while in the streets outside the police, 
keeping the crowd of spectators at a distance, with 
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Two appear 
often on the 





new 
This 
one is of velvet and 
blue-d ved opossum. 





Paris coats. 






the aid of companies of soldiery prevented a com- 
munist demonstration which was scheduled for that 
evening in the Place de l’Opéra—as a protest against 
the riotous extravagance of the masked and cos- 
tumed merrymakers. 

Much more beautiful as a spectacle was the Féte 
Merveilleuse de la Galerie des Glaces, in the palace 
at Versailles, when Serge Diaghileff’s Russian ballet 
entertained the company from an improvised stage 
at one end of the Galerie and where afterwards the 
guests sat down to a Souper des Candélabres in 
the Galerie des Batailles, although owing to the 
danger of employing lighted candles in the old 
galeries the mellow effect of canalelight, so fitting in 
those august halls, was replaced by the glow of 
hastily improvised electricity. 

GoRGEOUS COSTUMES 

ND the brilliant electric light struck answering 
rays from hundreds of diamond tiaras, neck- 
laces and other ornaments—emeralds, rubies, 
pearls and other gems worn by the brilliant com- 
pany. Never before, perhaps, was such a display of 
jewels seen in the halls of the old palace—not even 
in the days of the Grand Monarque. The glitter of 
jewels and the wonderful costumes against the back- 
ground of old mirrors, gilding, tapestries, and old 

portraits formed a picture to be remembered. 

Present were representatives of nearly all the old 
families of France as well as all the smart set of 
Paris, with many American residents and visitors, so 
that the galeries were crowded to overflowing—all 
too crowded, in fact, as public fétes always are. 
Much more lovely, for this reason, was the costume 
ball given earlier in the season by the Comte 
Etienne de Beaumont—which has already been 
described in this issue of Harper’s Bazar. 
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At the Ritz one night recently the Baronne 
Gourgaud (née Gebhard) wore a straight, rather 
loose gown of white satin and tulle very elabo- 
rately embroidered with pearls. Her coiffure 
was a wide bandeau of silver ribbon decorated 
with rows of pearls, and several ropes of pearls 
hung about her neck, while a bar brooch set 
with large diamonds clasped her gown at the 
waist-line. La Baronne Gourgaud wears sometimes 
in her hair a most interesting jeweled comb of 
wrought gold, set with large and small diamonds. 
Not high but very wide, all that is visible of this 
comb is the brilliant irregular chain of diamonds 
across her light brown hair. 

SMART WOMEN IN PARIS 
N RS. PERRY BELMONT, who usually wears 

black and gold or some other rather sober 
color, appeared at the Ritz a few nights ago in a 
beautiful frock of French blue moire, shot with 
silver. The rather close corsage was attached to 
a rather full skirt—quite full and plain in the back 
but opening widely in front over a petticoat formed 
of several flounces edged with silver lace which 
were rounded up to the middle, where they over- 
lapped, the shaped ruffles with the glittering lace 
edges producing a charming effect. A knot of pink 
roses was posed at the waist-line. 

The Princesse Lucien Murat wore a frock of 
geranium red velvet under a cloak of blue, black and 








The Duchesse de Gramont wore to the 
Chateau de Madrid recently a black crépe 
frock, and a brief buteffective Spanish shawl. 


A red and black printed frock has its fabric 
oddly frayed to make the under-skirt. Ma- 
dame Barrientos wore it one day at Ciro’s. 


This silhouette has been called ‘‘the best 
dress of the year.” It is of silver brocade, 
awhite tulle founce,and a black taffeta bow. 


silver brocade trimmed with dark fur—a cluster of 
dark blue aigrettes in her hair. The Grand Duch- 
esse Boris wore a frock of silver cloth with wonderful 
diamonds and emeralds. The Marquise de Polignac 
wore a frock of silver lace trimmed with silver galon 
and had fastened a diamond brooch at the waist- 
line in front. 

The Marquise Sommi-Piccenardi, dining a few 
nights ago at the Ritz with the Prince and Princesse 
Murat, the Italian Ambassador and his wife, the 
Perry Belmonts, and a number of other guests, wore 
a slim gown of écru mousseline embroidered with 
iridescent pearl paillettes. The paillette-edged 
girdle of black satin encircled the hips, the two ends 
meeting or joining in the back and forming a narrow 
black train edged on each side with a band of pail- 
lettes about two inches wide. A silver ribbon 
studded with brilliants formed a bandeau half-con- 
cealing her dark hair, and her diamond necklace was 
composed of round, triangular, and diamond-shaped 
stones linked together with platinum—very odd. 

The smartness of yellow and black was again 
evidenced in the frock worn one night by Mrs. 
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Robert Goelet—a slim 

black tulle gown em- 

broidered with yellow 

beads and adorned 

with long gauzy wings 

of golden yellow tulle. 

Dining with her was 
Mrs. Wright in an ankle- 
length frock of silver 
splashed with great 
colored flowers~—a _ very 
striking creation of the 
utmost simplicity of line, 
being merelya straightslip, 
straight across under the 
arms, with wing-like panels 
of the brocade falling 
away from the shoulders. 

The restaurants in Paris 
and the Bois, crowded 
during the warm nights 
of the fin de saison, are 
now deserted by all but 
summer tourists. Society 
has sought its cha- 
teaux or is taking some 
favorite ‘cure,’ or is 
resting at the seaside or 
in the mountains, while in 
Paris an army of tourists 




















Russian ermine for 
a Straight wrap. 
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buys trinkets all day long and the creators of 
models, in the great Paris houses, are preparing 
behind closed doors, with the greatest secrecy, 
their winter collections. 

Lucie Hamar is showing for autumn rather large 
scarf-like veils embroidered with chenille. Jeanne 
Baron is making toques of fur which are rather 
Russian in style, trimmed with metal flowers. 
Reboux is making smart hats of felt in shades of 
beige and brown. Suzy is showing hats of lace 
trimmed with fur and other hats trimmed with lace 
which falls, scarf-fashion, off the brim-edge. An- 
other smart Suzy model of black felt is cut in two 
from side to side and buttoned together again with 
real, mannish black buttons and buttonholes. 

Maria Guy shows a hat of velvet trimmed with 
felt, and many houses show hats of felt trimmed 
with velvet. Agnés shows small and large shapes 
of felt trimmed with patches of ermine or gazelle. 
Another smart Agnés model is made entirely of 
olive green embroidery with a cubist design in 
cream, black, and brown embroidery—very odd. 


ANY PELT IN A STORM 


FTER looking into the subject of winter furs I 

am impelled to thank the powers that be that 

I am not a fur-bearing animal—otherwise I should 

long ago have lost my skin. Apparently the furriers 

have hesitated at nothing in supplying the season’s 

demand for pelts, as many a poor beast has realized 
to his cost. 

Even the gentle reindeer has been robbed of his 
shaggy coat, and his brother the pony has likewise 
been stripped of his skin, while as for Mary’s little 
lamb, where Mary goes the lamb is sure to go—on 
heartless Mary’s back! And pretty pussy’s warm 
coat, dyed and burnished and called by a strange 
new name, adorns the garments of pussy’s mistress. 


KRIMMER Is STILL SMART 


LL the shaggy furs—fox of every color, monkey, 
bear and similar pelts—will be used this season 
as trimming for flat furs as well as garments of velvet 
and wool stuffs. The short furs—taupe, which is 
dyed black this season by some houses—loutre, 
gazelle and pony-skin, kolinsky, squirrel, mink, 
ermine and astrakhan—will be used for cloaks and 
wraps. 
Tightly curled brown astrakhan is employed 





The autumn feather 
trimmings are much in- 
clined to trail off the 
hat. A black velvet hat 
is designed by Agnes. 















Some of the smartest 
crowns have risen to 





by Jean Patou for entire cloaks 
and as trimming for garments of 
cloth and velvet. This fur is espe- 
cially pretty as trimming on 
cloaks of dark brown or green 
velvet. Theastrakhan cloak is usu- 
ally untrimmed, but occasionally 
some long fur—brown fox, for in- 
stance—is used as trimming. 

Philippe and Gaston show a 
cloak of brown astrakhan trimmed 
with dark brown monkey. A 
cloak of black pony-skin from this house is 
trimmed with gray fox. Many cloaks shown this 
season by Philippe and Gaston are made partly of 
velvet or some wool fabric generously trimmed or 
partly made of fur, while many velvet cloaks are 
collared and cuffed with fur which matches the 
velvet as nearly as possible in color. 

A Lanvin cloak is made of leopard skin, collared 
voluminously with marmot. A Bernard cloak of 
mink shows the pelts posed lengthwise on the body 
of the garment, crosswise on the wide band about 
the bottom and on the cuffs and collars. Madame 
Germaine, who is showing rather a large collection 
of fur garments this season, poses the pelts separately 
on a foundation of crépe or mousseline, the result 
being a cloak of extraordinary softness. 


A NEw STRAIGHT-LINE WRAP 


ADAME GERMAINE employs gray squirrel, 

taupe, pony-skin, mink, loutre and other furs 
in her delightful creations—three-quarter or long 
cloaks, straight or showing a very slight circular 
effect. But the newest, perhaps, of her models is 
a straight slender cloak of fur 


with a short jacket section flying yr. ~ 


loose in the back at the top of the a 


hips, the sides of the cloak being 
made in one. Viewed from the / 












back, this cloak appears to be a 
short taupe jacket over a skirt of 
taupe—otherwise the cloak is 
tube-like. 

Blond skunk and gray—the 
white part of the pelt removed and 
dyed light brown or some other 
shade—will be used as trimming 
for rough wool sports costumes 
and sports cloaks for autumn. 

van Campen Stewart. 


A slight roll in the brim 
and tufts of feathers 
are smart details of a 
rust-colored velvet hat 
by Jeanne Baron. 













new heights. Jeanne 
Baron uses téte-de-négre 
and rust plumes on 
an orange velvet hat. 










































A veil by birth but a 
bertha by nature is the 
black lace drapery that 
falls from a Suzy hat 
of black panne velvet. 


The hat of fur almost 
always has a Russian 
air. Jeanne Bgron’s 
white fur turban has 
black and white wings. 
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Mrs. Hubert E. Rogers, of “The Crossway,” Scarborough, 
N.Y., leaving Mrs Edwin Gould’s garden party in her Lincoln. 







MOTORS THAT GLIDE FROM ONE 


SMART OCCASION TO ANOTHER 








Mrs. Philip W. Henry is shown 


in her 


Peerless limousine 





THREE PHOTOGRAPHS 


SY INTERNATIONA 


Newport’s débutantes drive 
their own cars to Bailey’s 
Beach. Miss Florence 


Havemeyer is often seen 





there with her roadster. 


Mr. Richard L. Perry, a 
son of Mrs. J. Lorimer 
ge i Worden, may be met daily 
“Bee & on the Ocean Drive at 
Newport in his Fordspeed. 














fo? SEPTEMRER 1923 69 


















































The jaunty little foreign car, as a ‘‘tender”’ for 
the fleet of Rolls, Pierces, Packards, and other big 
fellows, appeals to some American car owners. 


THE SMART MOTOR IS 


KNOWN BY ITS 












The door monogram should 
comprise a simple combina- 
tion of letters, such as these, 
and of inconspicuous sizes, 
or consist merely of three 
block initials. The coat-of- 
arms is not generally used 
on motor cars in America. 


CHOICE OF ACCESSORIES 











The woman who drives a car will find these This flexible, patent-leather hat-box is one of the 
leather heel protectors, in tan or black, newer motor accessories. Stern Bros. For the 
which buckle on, an excellent means of woman driver, a leather-covered, wedge-shaped 


preventing her slippers from being rubbed. cushion is an extremely useful motor accessory. 
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(Right) This remarkable 
motor hat of fine gabardine 
is held closely to the head by 
a ring of jade. Next to the 
hat is a sleeved motor scarf 
of gray fabric lined with 
red leather. A rectangle of 
material, with a slit for 
each arm, covers the back. 
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(Left, above) A head-band 
consisting of strips of mole- 
skin holding together disks 
of greenish glass forms dec- 
orative motor goggles. Two 
of the disks are lenses; two 
are carved ornaments. (Be- 
low) A scarf head-dress to 
match the smart gray scarf. 


THE INIMITABLE ERTE DISCUSSES 
EXHIBITIONS OF PARIS 


THE 


Paris, France. 
QUITTED the flower-bedecked shores of the 
| Mediterranean when the season on the Céte 
d’Azur was over. But in Paris the “grand 
season’’ is at its height. What a pleasure to find 
unknown faces in the crowd, after my long sojourn 
on the Céte d’Azur where I recognized, involun- 
tarily, all the faces which pressed around the 
gaming-tables or crowded the restaurants on gala 
nights! What joy to lose oneself in such a multi- 
tude and to assist at artistic exhibitions, an un- 
known among the unknown! 


HE great Parisian season, a season of mundane 

amusement and occasionally of frivolous plea- 
sure, is also a great artistic season. Without speak- 
ing yet of the theaters, which unite the widely dif- 
ferent elements of the Paris crowd, the art exhibi- 
tions attract the élite of Paris. Never before the 
war did I see such a quantity of artistic exhibitions. 


New galleries are opening, and artists with names 
almost or totally unknown exhibit their work in 
every corner of Paris. 

If one wished to visit all the artistic exhibitions, 
one would not find sufficient time during the whole 
of the Parisian season. ... If one wished to 
describe all that one had seen at these exhibitions, 
it would be necessary to write a large volume and 
not a short article. This season there are in Paris 
four “Salons,” or four great exhibitions of painting: 
the “Salon de la Société Nationale,” and the 
“Salon des Artistes Francais” assembled within 
the walls of the Grand Palais; the “Salon des 
Tuileries,” where, in newly constructed halls, one 


may admire the works of artists who are not mem- 
bers of the two first-named societies, or the works 
of members of the two first-named societies who, 
for some reason or other, have not wished to hang 
their pictures on the walls of the Grand Palais; and 


the “Salon des Artistes Décorateurs,’”’ where Art 
and Industry live together in close friendship. 


DO not propose to speak of these great Salons 

nor of the artists who exhibit there. Their names 
are repeated from one year to the other, their talents 
are known. To eulogize or reproach them—abso- 
lutely useless. It would be equally useless to re- 
count the stories of great race-horses, such as Heros 
XII. or Yser, which, during several seasons, have 
beaten all records for speed and endurance on the 
race-courses of France. To the sportsman, it is 
more interesting to learn of the appearance of a new 
race-horse of merit, and to the lover of art, the 
appearance of a new man of talent. This is why I 
write nothing of these annual exhibitions, and why 
all my attention is directed to the unexpected exhibi- 
tions, and not to the periodical ones, which are 
awaited every year at a precise date. I prefer 
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The white part is the duvetyn lin- 
ing of a black satin frock that is 
open inthe back to show the lining. 


solitary stars to the great heavenly constellations; 
their scintillations give more cause to dream than 
the brilliance of all the great stars united. 

One artistic exhibition particularly attracted my 
attention, “The Women of To-day.” In the 
preface of the catalogue of this exhibition the follow- 
ing paragraph may be found: “This exhibition is 
intended to be the expression of the homage offered 
to the elegance, the charm, to the plastic or expres- 
sive grace of contemporary Woman. . . . Théo- 
phile Gautier loved to repeat ‘A work of art should 
not inspire horror.’ A certain ideal of ‘arbitrary 
deformation’ finds, therefore, no place here.” 

The conclusion of the preface explains that this 
exhibition is organized for a precious cause, for 
“The Defense and the Celebrity of the Feminine 
Visage.” 


OU will readily understand that, if such an ex- 

hibition be organized at the moment when the 
great Salons are overcrowded with portraits, exe- 
cuted by great painters, one would be justified in 
expecting this exhibition to be very interesting 
indeed. But it was with a feeling of having been 
entirely deceived that I quitted the galleries, the 
walls of which were hung with one hundred and 
fifty pictures of ‘Women of To-day.” 








Marine blue and white leather is used 
for the bodice cf this trotteur frock. 
The skirt is a rectangle of blue serge. 








(Right) Two rectangles of double- 
faced material form this frock. One 
makes the bedice, the other the skirt. 


Certainly, among these one hundred and fifty 
portraits were to be found works of great merit, 
but from the moment that I found among them 
portraits from the brush of J. G. Domergue, the 
precious cause of the exhibition—“The Defense 
and the Celebrity of the Feminine Visage’’—be- 
came sensibly debased. I reread the lines which I 
quoted above, and which are printed in the cata- 
logue; I contemplated the work of the fashionable 
painter, and I repeated, with Théophile Gautier, 
“A work of art should not inspire horror.” But if 
a painting can inspire horror it is no longer a work 
of art! 

The women of Domergue are not, to my idea, the 
“Women of To-day”; they are certainly not the 
“Women of To-morrow.” ... I do not wish to 
criticize his work; I am an artist and not an art 
critic, and as an artist I bow before any expression 
of art. But I put myself in the place of the specta- 
tor, and I speak as such. I sincerely pity these 
“Women of To-day” who voluntarily sacrifice 
themselves on the altar of the passing fashion. 
One, two centuries will pass; let us admit that the 
horrible colors of to-day will endure; then, what 
impression will our descendants have of the women 
of the twentieth century if their judgment is based 
on such portraits? It will (Continued on page 73) 
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TYPICAL ODD BITS OF 
THIS AND THAT 
DESIGNED BY ERTE 





A large ribbon, to match 


one’s frock, is folded in front 
and tied in back to form a 
hat. The two edges are 
sewed together at the top. 
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Gradually diminishing ivory rings 
strung on a cord form a parasol case; 
the last ring may form a bracelet. 


(Right) Ivory balls, in two colors, 
are strung together to form a remark- 
able walking-stick ending in a tassel. 











Embroidered on a gray crépe 
hat is a branch almost 
stripped of leaves; the leaves, 
in autumn colors, are em- 
broidered over a gray scarf. 


es 


(Below) Black and white 
kid, used double, is cut with 
the wearer’s monogram, so 
that the white shows effec- 
tively in the black cut-out. 
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Laced over the crown and 
drawn under the brim are 
strands of turquoises ending 
in tassels that make a gray 
velvet hat extremely gay. 


Another umbrella case is made by 
twining a garland of flowers from 
ferrule toa cluster that forms the knob, 


(Left) An ivory ring slides down 
over a silk tassel and closes an um- 
brella with ferrule and knob of ivory, 
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(Top) It really is an amusing (Above) Orange cord laces a 
i idea, this bodice outlined by em- white serge frock and forms a little the 
broidered dolls with the white fish-net purse. An odd little 

taffeta plaited skirt of the dolls to frock of maroon satin has a piece 

form the skirt of the frock. The of satin shirred onto it to form 


Iered in black. 





be the same -erdict as that which might be arrived 
at after a perusal of the illustrated catalogues of the 
great Parisian stores, ‘“‘Aux Galaries Lafayette.”’ 
And I quit this exhibition to go and see the portraits 
of ** Women of the Past,”’ painted by the great artists 
of the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries. From 
these portraits one may easily understand the ele- 
gance, the charm, and the grace of the women of 
the past, and reconstruct their silhouettes. 


O EFFACE the bad impression left by certain 
works of the exhibition of the ‘‘Women of To- 
day,” it is necessary to go to society gatherings in 
order to see the women “‘in flesh and blood,’’ and 


in order to admire their charm and their elegance. 
And then the evil vision of ‘arbitrary deformation” 
quickly fades. . . . 


To do this, one has only to go to 





hat (at the left, below) is embroi- 
The fish is gold. 


little knickers, run through with 
a blue ribbon ending in a bow. 


one of the theatrical gala performances, such as are 
to be seen only in Paris in the ‘Grand Season.” 

As usual, the Russian Ballet and the Swedish 
Ballet gave a series of performances in June. 
The Swedish Ballet was staged in the best of the 
Parisian theaters—‘“‘Le Théatre des Champs 
Elysées.”” In former years I never had the oppor- 
tunity of seeing the performances of this company. 
The talk which has always preceded. and followed 
the appearance of the Swedish Ballet in Paris in- 
duced me to pay a visit to this theater. It was one 
of the first performances; there were many empty 
seats in the auditorium, a circumstance which 
seemed to me surprising, for, according to the news- 
papers, the success of these ballets was great. 

I saw the ballet, ‘‘Man and his Desires,’’ con- 
ceived on a philosophical theme. This ballet has 
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The skirt cf a frock is split al 
bottom 
around the leg. 
ilar knot tied at the left shoulder. 
(Right) 
embroidered with strips of black 


silk, with bag pockets of blue-gray. 

















and the ends tied 


There is a sim- 


Citron-colored duvetyn, 


already been sufficiently spoken of to make it un- 
necessary for me to relate the subject. The 
premier danseur of the Swedish company, Mr. Jean 
Borlin, carried through the principal réle, and during 
three-quarters of an hour took up poses—called 
plastic—entirely naked, the body shining, heavy, 
and even fat. With the roundness of the naked 
belly exposed to the public, Mr. Borlin gave me the 
impression of one suffering from colic after a too 
copious repast, but these were his ‘‘plastic’’ poses, 
taken up to express ‘‘ Desires and Deception.” 





"THe other ballets which followed did not in any 
way reveal the talent either of Mr. Borlin or of 
the artistes of his troupe. But I read the following 
lines in a great theatrical magazine: “The Swedish 
Ballets have just scored, in (Concluded on page 112) 
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‘All the things that Bea- 
trix had learned by heart 
and rehearsed for days 
stopped in her throat. The 
girl in her, with its impu- 
dence and cruelty, anarchy 
and mischief and ex- 
periments, vague ach- 
ings and strange tangents, 
had gone like a fever.” 











ANOTHER SCANDAL 


A New Novel of Averted Tragedy 


CONCLUSION 


\LCOLM hailed a cab which had set 
down a customer at the hotel opposite his 
building. If Malcolm had been a supersti- 


tious man and Beatrix had not been so confident of 
her gift to mend, they might both have been a little 
anxious. 

It was half past six. It was pretty certain, 
therefore, that Pelham would be in his rooms. The 
uniformed man in the hall, easily mistaken for the 
commodore of a yacht club, touched his peaked 
cap to Malcolm and nodded the statement, without 
going to the unnecessary trouble of putting it into 
words, that “our mutual friend has been in some 
time. Go right up, sonny.” A brotherly person. 

Beatrix rang the bell and gave Malcolm an en- 
couraging smile. The door was opened briskly by 
a Jap whose beautiful bedside smile turned into an 
expression of indignant surprise as these, to him, 
utter strangers passed with the proprietary air of 
prohibition agents to whom no place is sacred. 
Pelham’s hat and stick were on the hall table and 
the homely aroma of pipe tobacco hung in the air. 
Breathing this in with a sort of emotion, Beatrix 
touched the hat with loving fingers and led the 
way eagerly into the sitting-room. Not one of 


By Cosmo HAmMILTON 


Illustrated by Maurice L. Bower 


the glassy eyes of all those heads warned her of the 
shock that she was to receive. Not one. 

Sitting at Pelham’s desk, with the brazen confi- 
dence of a mistress, wearing an evening frock in 
which she looked far more attractive and charming 
than any woman, neither wife nor sister, has the 
right to look in a bachelor’s rooms, was our wee 
friend May. She had just finished addressing an 
envelop—a Pelham envelop—and was in the act of 
placing the sticky part to the tip of a small but 
vastly capable tongue when she heard the unex- 
pected approach of intruders, looked up, and saw— 
Good Lord, the gray-blue girl and the man who 
didn’t like her and made no bones about it! What 
ee 


EATRIX buckled as the hot needle of jealousy 

with its long nasty thread went clean through 
her heart. The sight of this extraordinarily pretty 
person so blatantly in possession seemed to sub- 
stantiate Malcolm’s point about man. But only 
for one bad moment. Her absolute belief in 
Pelham’s love and loyalty swept this feeling away 
likeatidal wave. It was part of May’s gold-digging 
scheme to take advantage of this muddle of mis- 


understanding, and the way to face the situation 
was to treat her presence lightly and as a perfectly 
natural thing. And so she said, making a quick 
recovery, “Oh, how very nice to find you here,” 
with her best hostess smile, and as though she had 
gone out for an hour and returned to greet a wel- 
come visitor who had dropped in for a cup of tea. 

It was done with such supreme imperturbability 
and every-day coolness that Malcolm, who had on 
many previous occasions laid all his hats at her feet, 
showered round her, metaphorically, every page of 
manuscript upon which he had, in an agony of 
brain-birth, tried to write something of which she 
might be proud. He had caught the catch of her 
breath at the sight of this much too sweetly pretty 
little bundle of tricks. He had received her sweep 
of anger at the insufferable cheek of this usurpation 
of Pelham’s desk, if you please, perhaps the most 
intimate of personal things. Hasn’t it been said, 
over and over again, that he loved her to the end 
of loving? 

May, too, paid an inward compliment to this 
perfect piece of savoir-faire. ‘Well played,” she 
said to herself, “oh, very well played,” catching 
the ball with a back-hand stroke and cutting it over 








for SEPTEMBER 1923 


~I 


wm 








or re, 


“Doubts and fears flew } 
under those trees like bats 
while Beatrix cried and 
Malcolm tried to comfort. 
But the white flame of 
Pelham 
never went dull for an 


her faith in 


instant; which was won- 
derful to Malcolm, who 


knew himself and men.” 














the net. The blue-gray girl was devilishly clever but 
could she compete in this game? 

“T saw you driving early this afternoon, and 
rather hoped you might drop in. Yes, this is 
particularly nice, especially as you have brought 
our dear old Mally. A family party, isn’t it?” 


OT because of the insincere familiarity towards 
himself, which, of course, he didn’t miss—she 
loathed him, he knew—but wholly because of the 
nasty innuendo in which she had wrapped her cun- 
ning answer, Malcolm turned hot andcold. Elizabeth 
McKenzie had foisted a queer collection of wastrels 
on her friends in New York, from singing Russians 
who slobbered over women’s hands to dud English- 
men who had been permitted, with great unnational 
wisdom, to secure passports, but by having brought 
Mrs. Valentine Beamish into the Franklin circle 
she had gone to the limit of her carelessness. And 
more than ever it seemed to Malcolm that Pelham 
had let himself down in the general respect by having 
anything to do with such a woman, notwithstand- 
ing the mental attitude into which he had been 
flung, and he held his breath while Beatrix gathered 
herself together for a kill. For very much less 
than this he had often seen her apply her verbal 
steel. 

But Beatrix had arranged a method of fight- 
ing wee May, and that was’ not to allow her the 
satisfaction of being regarded as an opponent at all, 
but as a rather comic and harmless person who was 
making an abortive struggle to worm her way into 
the good graces of a man immune from her feminine 
wiles. And so, with only the flick of an eyelash, 
she held May’s eyes and laughed. ‘What a funny 
little soul you are,” she said. ‘Have you always 
had the capacity to act the leading parts in the 
plots of your imagination? If this is the scene of 
your latest play may I suggest that vou open an- 
other window? It’s a little stuffy here.” 

It was a well-judged hit. An abnormally de- 


veloped sense of humor had never succeeded in get- 
ting rid of May’s immense dislike of ridicule. She 
had had so much of it from her brothers. But she 
covered an inward squirm with a quick assumption 
of fussy domesticity and another.broad stroke of 
suggestiveness. “I’m sorry,” she said, “I told our 
temporary Jap to close the windows while the storm 
was on, but he doesn’t believe in fresh air and I have 
to round him up like a sheep-dog. Please, Mally,” 
and she illustrated her desire with a sketchy gesture. 

This reiterated indication of proprietorship, this 
labored attempt to plant the impression of belonging 
to Pelham’s apartment, was outrageous and dis- 
gusting but stupidly overdone. It even seemed to 
Beatrix, knowing Pel, to be pathetic, because in 
a series of flashes she could see so plainly the failure 
of this purring little person to mean anything more 
in these bachelor rooms than one of its heads and 
not half as much as the model of the Galatea. In 
his loneliness Pelham had cried out, “ Horse. horse, 
play with me,” and she had come trotting up. 
That was all. All the same it was obviously neces- 
sary to get her out before Pelham made his appear- 
ance, and how was that to be worked? Beatrix 
was too proud to show her eagerness to see him by 
going into his bedroom, where he was apparently 
changing for dinner, and, if the truth must be told, 
too shy. 


TILL without any details as to the rift because 
Pelham had edged away from all her questions, 
May guessed that Beatrix had come now to make 
up the quarrel and conduct her husband back to the 
cottage in triumph. That the man adored the 
gray-blue girl and pined for a sight of his boy had 
never been made more certain than that afternoon 
when she had found him sitting in an attitude of 
the most frightful despondency, with homesickness 
stamped upon his face, and had rashly tried to 
fire him with a carnal spark and seen him freeze. 
But for him to be removed from his rooms at this 


time would mean the ruination of what she called 
her brilliant scheme for the insurance of a soft 
future, and therefore, somehow or other, Beatrix 
must be “shocked out, quick.” 

It would have been very much more exciting to 
Malcolm—but that he hated excitement—if he had 
understood that Beatrix and the Beamish were 
measuring wits to achieve the same result. He 
didn’t even wait for the verbal match. He was 
far too anxious. He murmured an excuse and left 
the room to go and talk to Pel. 

And this brought a glint of anger into May’s wide 
blue eyes because she regarded it as an unsporting 
trick. 


HERE was silence in that long, high room for 

a moment—that hated room in which Pelham 
had paced up and down until the small hours of 
every morning cursing his age and his blundering 
and the disaster brought about by them both, telling 
himself that in spite of all Malcolm’s urgings he 
was right in his decision to let Beatrix out of the 
mistake that she had made, though he longed for 
her and the boy with such an agony of longing that 
he could hardly bear to live. And during this 
silence, which was all broken by the incessant clamor 
of the street, Beatrix made a sudden decision not 
to finesse with the woman who pretended to be in 
possession, but, as time meant everything, to bring 
the whole thing to an abrupt point in icy Anglo- 
Saxon. 

And so she went over to the sofa and looking 
squarely at our wee friend May with her yards of 
open-work stockings, said, “Look here, I know 
vour game, and the fact that you’re here this eve- 
ning is a pretty certain proof that you haven't 
pulled it off. You never will and you’re simply 
wasting time.” 

“You think so?” 

“T know it. Now, Mrs. 
possible to avoid a scene. 


Beamish, I want if 
(Continued on page 90) 
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With the exquisitely simple 
coiffure of the Second Em- 
pire are worn great cul 
crystal ear-drops, with a 
long chain of square and 
round cut crystal beads, 
and large ring and mateh- 
ing bracelet of cut crystal. 


Jewels from 
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WHEN THE HAIRS ON YOUR HEAD ARE 


NUMBERED—AMONG THOSE SMART 


from Paris, said that she was the only long-haired woman she 

saw there, and that every Frenchwoman seemed to have short 
hair, whether she needed it or not. She added that most of the 
coiffures looked as if they had been chewed off. 

But the epidemic of short coiffures has led to new and amusing ar- 
rangements that could never be achieved with hair that “I could sit 
on, my dear.”? With little hair and much ingenuity, the smart woman 
has created for herself a new atmosphere, a new character. 

One of the most distinguished coiffures in Paris is the simplest 
imaginable. The hair is parted in the middle, and drawn loosely 
over the ears in large soft waves, and then the ends are turned up into 
a roll, a wide, almost from-ear-to-ear roll at the nape of the neck. 
The recent Gavarni Ball and the renewed interest in 1830 modes has 
brought with it this coiffure. The simplest and most exquisite jewels 
are worn with it—it is a lovely foil for decorative old-fashioned 
earrings, or the diamond and platinum jewelry of to-day. This 
coiffure is illustrated on this page. 

A variation of this quaint mode of dressing is shown at the top of 
the opposite page. The coiffure on the extreme left is built by 
drawing the hair straight back from the forehead, and coiling it into 


JR om Pac a well-known American woman artist, returning 
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The back of the coiffure 
shown at the top of the page 
is like this. The smooth 
roll of hair extends almost 
from ear to ear and is 
placed very low on the nape 
of the neck, and allows the 
tips of the ears to show. 
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Four ways, all equally quaint, for arranging the hair that has just passed 
the bobbed stage. They are all reminiscent of the Second Empire modes. 
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a knot very low on the nape of the neck, suggesting the chignon 
of 1880. This is sometimes worn with “bangs.” 

The amusing coiffure next to this, with its two little knobs 
over the ears, suggests the crinolines of the Second Empire. 
For evening, natural white flowers in clusters are thrust into 
the knots. The other two coiffures are variations of the same 
mode, for those with more time—and more hair. 

The coiffure de gargon shown in the middle of this page 
is one of the most startling that has appeared this season. One 
lady who wore it was very dark, her hair was very straight, 
and cut short like a boy’s. The hair was brushed straight and 
uncompromisingly back, with both ears showing as they were 
originally planned, and the whole coiffure looked like a little 
lacquered cap on the lady’s small head. The effect was ex- 
quisite. Needless to say, she was one of the rare souls who 
could wear so exotic a mode. With this black satin hair she 
wore the great carved ivory earrings shown in the sketch. 

Another type of coiffure, very smart, is last season’s “ bob,”’ 
denatured and smoothed down. The back hair is perfectly 
The back cf your new smart bob flat and smooth and ends in a straight line across the back of 
must look smooth and flat like this. the neck. This is shown at the bottom of this page. as smoothly brushed as possible. 





The front is equally simple and is 





















































WRAP by Heim, of black 

kasha duvetyn, has collar, 
cuffs, and border of the very smart 
badger; from L. P. Hollander. At 
the left center is a compl te cos- 
tume of dark blue velours; de- 
signed by Lanvin. The jacket is 
embroidered with silver thread 
motifs and collared with squirrel; 
from L. P. Hollander. Worth 
chooses all black for a long, tube- 
like coat—black velours, with 
black sealskin. Diamonds of the 
fur are edged with soutache braid. 
A Rodier wool fabric, striped blue 
and yellow, makes an exceedingly 
smart three-quarter coat with 
collar and front edges of Japan- 
ese fox fur; from H. Jaeckel. 
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THE LONG 
CLOTH COAT 


FOR AUTUMN 


);VERYONE who is smart, the 
French couturiers say, will 
have a long fabric coat next sea- 
son. Aslim, wide-sleeved Philippe 
and Gaston coat of black crépe is 
embroidered with blue and rust 
and beige. The collar and cuffs 
are of squirrel; from B. Altman. 
Deeuillet designs a three-piece suit 
of black crépe, with the new three- 
quarter coat, stitched in white; 
from Henri Bendel. Gay yellow, 
red, and green motifs are embroi- 
dered at the front of Lelong’s 
wrap of black crépe trimmed with 
sealskin; from L. P. Hollander. 
Bernard uses shades of brown for 
the stitchery of a dark brown crépe 
coat trimmed with brown fur. 






























































for SEPTEMBER 1923 











NEW GOWNS , - ae. ie: : 
se Zz Ms yA, ug ‘st 


OF BROCADE 





ay 


of] 


as a 


AND VELVET 


Wi = aw 


, 


WORM ET WS 


> Sn Dae 
ra 


7 


ANY of the new evening 
fabrics are of the dazzling 
sort that are at their loveliest in 
simple slender gowns. (Left) 


_ 


SS 


Co eS 


STPORSSShO AOS 


Flame and gold brocade is used \ i 
for a straight gown with one 6) ) 

shoulder of the fabric, and one 4 if 
supported by a metal strap. Ropes s Y. 


and tassels of coral fall at the side; 
from Bergdorf Goodman. (Mid- 
dle) Red and silver brocade makes 
the gown, and green and silver 

























brocade, in the same pattern, the 
corsage and the sash of an effec- 
tive dinner gown shown by Best 
and Company. The third model 
is of a strange woven lace fabric, 
in cerise and silver, bordered with 
black fox; from Bergdorf Goodman. 
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HE brilliant Persian rose shade 

with its crépe bodice gives a 
gay peasant air to this black 
chiffon velvet gown, at the ex- 
treme left, embroidered with rose 
and silver and crystal; from J. M. 
Gidding. (Left, center) Bright 
green Georgette crépe has patches 
of silver lamé, stitched with vivid 
purples and oranges. The stream- 
ers are black velvet; from Mollie 
O'Hara. Bits of silver and gold 
and brown and beige chiffon, sewn 
together, make the bodice of a sim- 
ple brown velvet dinner gown with 
long open sleeves; from Mollie 
O’Hara. Odd panels, striped with 
silver, form the front of a black 
velvet gown; from Mueller-Graves. 
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MADAME CHRYSANTHEME BACCHANTE 

















Mattie Edwards Hewitt 


THE 
OLD-WORLD 
ATMOSPHERE 
OF A CITY 
GARDEN 





(Above) The rear entrance to Mrs. Edward 
A. Schroeder’s residence is at the easterly end 
of the gardens of the Turtle Bay colony. 


(Right) The tiled roof-garden above the 
living-room overlooks the length of the gardens 
that adjoin each house in the colony. 


URTLE BAY, the picturesque residential 

colony extending from Forty-eighth to Forty 

ninth Streets and between Second and Third 
Avenues, has kept in varied types its essentially 
Italian character. All of its colorful little inner 
gardens open on a common pathway with a great 
stone fountain in the middle. The residence of 
Mrs. Edward A. Schroeder, shown on this page, 
is at the end of this walk, and her tiled roof-garden, 
above the living-room, overlooks the tountain and 
gardens. The name Turtle Bay, applied to this 
section of New York during its early history, has 
been retained in its present-day redevelopment. 
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Above is the garden entrance of Mrs. 
William K. Vanderbilt’s house, at the 
Fifty-seventh Street corner of Sutton Place. 


SUTTON PLACE RECLAIMS THE 


CHARM OF OLD NEW YORK 


MONG the old residential properties of New 
A York City that have been reclaimed from the 
advance of trade and cheap tenements, there 

is none that has assumed the distinction of Sutton 
Place. Extending from Fifty-seventh Street to 
Fifty-ninth Street, parallel with the East River, it 
offers not only an extended view of the river and 
Long Island, beyond, but an unusual and desirable 
seclusion, which has attracted a notable group of 
residents who form the interesting colony within 
the block extending from Fifty-seventh Street to 
Sutton Square. Here the houses open, in the rear, 
upon the real feature of Sutton Place—the gardens 
overhanging the steep bluff along the river. 
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At the northeasterly corner of the gardens, Mrs. Frederick O. Beach’s 
house occupies the edge of the high bluff above the river. A stone terrace, 
built out on a retaining wall, affords a delightful place from which to 
enjoy the river’s changing panorama. In the community gardens ad- The street entrance of Miss Delano’s house 
joining, the old growth of trees and shrubs has been carefully preserved. has a walnut door with a green casiitg. 
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“The poisoned honey that 
drips froma thousand tongues 
and is never still—gossip.” 


A Story in 
By 


HE trail of a serpent in the dust. The 

strangling web of the spider. The poisoned 

honey that drips from a thousand tongues 
and is never still. Gossip. 

The comedians snatch it and dress it in the tinsel 
of their wit. It creeps dankly into a young wife’s 
home and stings her to murder madness. The 
Hollywood name for it is dirt. 

There are so many interesting people to talk 
about, in Hollywood; where every personality is 
drawn in scarlet and star-dust; where every action 
is steeped in drama by people who love to dramatize; 
where laughter is at a premium and a man who can 
coin a new phrase is more sought after than a man 
who can write a great sonnet. There, it is not 
strange that every indiscretion, every peculiarity, 
every romance is irresistible food for idle or wicked 
or witty tongues. 

Then, too, the village of Hollywood lies wide 
open to every eye. From any sidewalk, the world 
may see within its lighted windows. No skyscraper 
shoot its love nests into airy safety. No curtain 
of obscurity can veil a face that is known to every 
man, woman, and child in the nation. 


HERE is about as much privacy in Hollywood 

as in a hospital ward. Ten minutes after a 
man has proposed or a woman sinned, every street 
corner hums with it. The cheapest thing in Holly- 
wood is talk. 

“ Know any new dirt?” is a slogan common to the 
million-dollar homes that shelter the great ones of 
the industry; to the crowded cafés of the Boulevard; 
to the human whirlpools of the studios; to the lit- 
tered dressing-rooms and mahogany offices. 

Sometimes the serpent’s trail is a strange and 
mysterious one to follow. And sometimes it is a 
crooked trail that strikes down innocent victims in 
the dark. 

Sometimes in the dirt yawns a grave where hopes 
and hearts and loves may be buried. Much of it, 
no doubt, is true. Or half-true. But some of it is 


not 
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Illustrated by Herbert M. Stoops 


The Girls’ Sorority was in session. A cloying 
fragrance of chocolate fudge drowned the medley of 
expensive scents. Perfumes were still considered 
good form by the Sorority. 

Its membership was small and exclusive. Price- 
less and also, in some measure, protective. For such 
membership meant an instant guarantee of all the 
major virtues. Cigarets were forbidden fruit. Even 
a hint of scandal cast one into the outer darkness 
forever. 

One young lady of much dramatic promise had 
been barred from its sacred portals because she used 
too much make-up on the street. Another black- 
balled because of the way in which she lent herself 
to the seduction of modern dances. 


"THE Sorority didn’t claim that all the nice girls 

in the Hollywood motion-picture colony be- 
longed to it. But at least all those who did belong 
were nice girls. 

Its entrance qualifications were never mental. 
Only moral. 

There are so many girls in Hollywood, and they 
all look so much alike, that the organization of the 
Sorority had been the drawing of a rather delicate 
social line. 

As a matter of fact, though their salaries were 
often astounding, its members were girls of an age 
when their social needs could be largely supplied by 
fudge, laughter, and much conversation—the age 
when most girls are at finishing school, or budding 
forth as sub-debs in medium-sized cities. From six- 
teen to twenty-one probably would have covered it. 

They were, as a matter of fact, the lucky girls of 
the movie colony. The girls of tradition, of training, 
with families and very often money behind them. 
The guarded and sheltered girls. 


ND in no way were they particularly different 
from their sisters of the small towns, save 
where an occasional flash of that indefinable some- 
thing called genius illumined one of them. 
From Lillian Stuart, whose sheer physical loveli- 


ness had lifted her to successful stardom, to little 
Vivian Saurenne, an overnight sensation as the 
flapper in a tremendously successful picture, they 
were all important to the giant industry, all nation- 
ally famous, and all just ordinary, nice young 
ingénues. 

Elise Devereaux, the hostess of the evening, took 
a jazz record from her expensive phonograph and 
replaced it with a grand opera selection. 

Her willowy height and aristocratic face gave her 
a little air of aloofness from the hubbub of giggles 
and chatter and squeals that flowed through the 
bungalow drawing-room. 

“Where are Lillian and Clo?” she asked, in her 
slow, monotonous voice. It was her voice and her 
odd trick of repeating the end of a sentence after 
people that gained her the reputation of being 
dumb. 

Really, she was well read and fairly intelligent. 
“T think they’re in your bedroom,” said Violet 
Terry, from her seat on the biggest floor cushion. 
It was self-protection that caused Vi always to 
select the best setting for herself. She was a minia- 
ture reproduction of a once famous beauty who had 
caused a queen considerable annoyance, but her 
smallness was easily lost or overpowered in a crowd. 


. HEY’RE having a row about something,” she 

went on, her tiny nose wrinkled ever so little 
in malice. “Lillian says Clo tried to vamp Robert 
when she sat next to him at my box party last 
week.” 

“Lil’s an idiot,’ said Suzanne Wallace. “Tf 
anybody even speaks decently to Robert, she acts 
like they were trying to chloroform him and drag 
him to a church. Everybody isn’t so crazy to get 
married as Lil seems to be and nobody wants Robert 
so much, anyway.” 

“Qh, I don’t know,” said Isabelle Johnson, in her 
guttural voice where the slurring of certain conso- 
nants still betrayed the Swedish origin. ‘Robert is 
a pretty good catch for any girl.” 

“Maybe so. Maybe not,” giggled Vivian Sau- 
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“Well, that’s funny, said Lillian Stuart, as Mr. and Mrs. James Barker 
and Olive Grey were entering the dining-room of the Hollywood Hotel together.” 


renne. “I’m sure I don’t want him. Besides, Lil 
hasn’t caught him yet.” 

“No, but she will,” said Elise, clicking off the 
phonograph. “Lil has the persistence of—of—” 

“Flypaper,”’ supplied Vivian, still giggling. 

“Kitty, kitty, kitty,” ‘said Florence Colfax. 
Chattanooga, Tennessee, had produced Florence, 
and the magnificent drawl of her speech was like 
rich incense beside the light, high voices of the other 
girls. “‘ You girls can be mighty catty when you get 
started. Lil’s nothing but a chile yet, and you-all 
mus’ be sorta easy on her.” 

A colored maid in cap and apron came through the 
door, bearing a pile of daintily fringed napkins. 

Elise raised her voice. “Clo, you and Lil stop 
that fussing and come on in here.” 

The bedroom door swung open and through it 
came two girls, arms linked. Clodagh’s merry, 


vivid, crooked little face under its tousled red hair 
was tear-stained and the dimples were swamped, 
for once. But Lillian Stuart had lost none of the 
blonde and frozen calm that lay over her beauty, 
as snow lies over a garden. 

“We weren’t fussing,” she said, her babyish lisp 
as incongruous as usual, “were we, Clo?” 

“T guess not,” said Clodagh, collapsing on a 
davenport. “Lil thinks I tried to steal her beau 
and I tell her the best proof I didn’t try is that I 
didn’t steal him, because if I had tried . . . you 
know me, girls. So that’s that. Oh, Elise, what 
gorgeous food! It’s just torture to me. I gained 
two pounds last week and I oughtn’t to touch a 
thing.” 

“T’m grand and thin,” Violet Terry stood up and 
displayed her childish slenderness, “I can eat any- 
thing. I’m so thrilled.” 


“What are you doing now, Isabelle?” asked 
Clodagh, sipping her hot chocolate. ‘Somebody 
told me you were going to play ‘The Pioneer Wife.’ 
Won’t that be grand?” 

Isabelle Johnson was silent a moment. The 
corners of her handsome mouth tightened, but 
otherwise her face was impassive beneath the 
braided masses of her flaxen hair. 

“No, I’m not going to do it,” she said. 

“Who is?” asked Vivian Saurenne quickly. 

“T think Olive Grey got it.” 

“Oh. Well—she’s awfully good. I loved her 
work in ‘The New Mrs. Smith,’ didn’t 
you?” 

“T think it’s a shame,” broke in Lillian Stuart, 
icily. “Just a downright shame. You know Olive 
Grey won’t be anywhere near as good as Izzy would 
have been. That part (Continued on page 114) 
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The cup you like to lift! 


t U 7 
t 
Vy CAMPBELL SOUP COMPANY off * 4 


ew, 


May we suggest a cup of Campbell’s Tomato Soup to put 
you in the way of getting the utmost enjoyment from your 
luncheon or dinner? You'll like it just for itself, immensely. 
Its fragrant invitation is more than fulfilled in its delicious 
flavor. But it does you an even better service than that. 
It stirs your appetite. It excites your interest in the rest of 
the menu. It’s a fillip that converts a mere casual session 
at the table into a real occasion. 


I sent the ball between the posts 21 kinds 


My pony’s in the stable 
My appetite is on the run 


And Campbell’s on the table! 12 cents a can 
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SEE THEM in all their soft and 
lustrous beauty at the fashionable 
shops and department stores where 


Reads’ 


Reads’ trademark, 


Fabrics are displayed. The 
stamped _ inside 
the garment or on the back of the 
goods bought by the yard, is your 
infallible guide to supreme Quality. 
The index to the latest weaves and 
colors. The assurance of a charm 
that endures in service. 


Looms: Philadelphia 
NEW YORK 
212 Fifth Avenue 


PARIS 


ror Rue Réaumur 


Evervthing Fashionable in Fine Worsteds 


WME REARS & SONS 






PHILADELPHIA 


Look for this trademark 


stamped inside of fabric 
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(Continued from page 75) 


I want to have this place to myself without 
calling in the Jap to put you out. Will you 
do me the favor to get up and go or must 
I ring the bell and give orders for you to be 
conducted to the elevator by a man who is 
probably an excellent exponent of ju-jutsu?” 

May laughed, a really most musical ripple. 
“A primeval person under your stucco, it 
seems,” she said, settling into the sofa like 
a hen in warm earth. 

“That’s true, ” said Beatrix, “so I think 
you'll be wise to let this little episode end 
with dignity.” 

‘You amuse me,” said May. 

“Then we'll both be amused. That’s 
fair,” and discovering the bell Beatrix went 
for it quietly, but with the autocracy of all 
her early training surging in her blood, and 
pressed it hard. 

May sprang to her feet. “Ifyoudare . . 

And stopped because, followed by Misi. 
colm, Pelham marched quickly into the room 
and clapped a sort of gag into her mouth by 
what she described to herself as a brother- 
in-law expression. 


G‘ JING straight to Beatrix with outstretched 
hand and a smile that was half affection- 
ate and half jocular, he said, ‘‘ Hello, how are 
you? What are you doing in town?” and 
he threw the word “taxi” to the oily little 
man who had answered the bell. 

Then, without waiting for an answer from 
the girl whose breath had been completely 
taken away, he went on in the same brisk, 
familiar tone. 

“I’m dining with May, and as we're going 
on to a show that begins rather early I’m 
afraid we shall have to make a dash for it, 
but if you’d care to wait here while Malcolm 
telephones to the garage for your car, do, 
by all means.” 

He picked up May’s cloak, put it round her, 
and gave the wordless and stupefied Beatrix, 
to whom he seemed to be an unrecognizable 
person, another and an even more perfect 
brother-in-law smile. 

It was one of the exquisite moments of 
May’s checkered career. Chucked out, eh? 
Taken by the elbow by a black-haired expert 
and flung into an elevator, eh? Ye gods, it 
was gorgeous! Her chuckle was malignant 
and triumphant enough to bring a flicker 
into the glassy eyes of all those heads. 

“*Well, so long,” she said, waving her hand. 
“Righto, Pel, I’m with you,” and away they 
went together, seeing life like a second lieu- 
tenant from a Texas camp and a girl from 
a one-eyed town. 

And when the bang of the door echoed 
through those rooms like a sort of parting 
shot Malcolm turned to Beatrix. “It can’t 
be mended,” he said. ‘“‘It can’t.” 

But if he expected to see a broken girl 
beaten to her knees he was hopelessly disap- 
pointed. He saw a pale girl, certainly, but 
one who was without fear or the faint sug- 
gestion of cowardice. 

“I deserved that smack in the face because 
it’s all my fault,”’ she said. “But it can be 
mended and it shall be mended. It shall! 

. Ring up the garage, Mally dear. I 
must go home at once to his boy.” 


T TWELVE o'clock the following morn- 
ing—blue sky, friendly sun, air purged 
of all humidity—the wren-like Mrs. Beamish 
was deposited at the new entrance of the Plaza 
by Elizabeth McKenzie’s patient and hard- 
working car. Charmingly and simply dressed, 
looking too young and pretty and soft to be 
out alone in a sinister world, there was all 
about her a new energy which made her heels 
rap, a new purpose, a new blaze of ambition. 
Crossing the wide pavement to the short 
flight of stone steps, she ran up to the open 
door and went in to the nice foyer of the hotel 
which gives dignity and beauty to that corner 
of New York upon which some artistic hand 
has laid a European touch. 

She was, of course, late for the appoint- 
ment that she had made over the telephone 
some hours earlier with the man whose name 
she bore. Not very late. Twenty minutes 
perhaps, which didn’t seem to her to be late 
at all. In the old days, those very old days 
before the war, she had been known to keep 
that patient man kicking his heels for very 
much longer than that. Why be a woman, 
and a pretty woman, and a wife? 

May left the not yet crowded foyer and 
plunged into the maze which might just as 
easily lead her into the fly-catcher parlor of 
a firm of Stock Exchange spiders, a dress- 
maker’s shop already displaying autumn 
frocks and winter furs—as though time didn’t 
move fast enough without being pushed— 
or a staircase leading into the bowels of the 
building, as to the old foyer where isolated 

girls with septuagenarian eyes and dead 
Shite noses were waiting to be fed by any 
courageous passer-by. And there, with his 
whimsical smile, stood the ex-flying man, 
patiently, in Spats. 


He said, ‘“‘Good morning. How well you 


look,” with that rigid lack of enthusiasm 
which goes with British courtesy. 

But she was too deeply concentrated upon 
the purpose of that meeting to go off on a 
greeting tangent. “Find a quiet corner 
where we can sit and talk,’”’ she said. “I’ve 
got important things to say.” 

“Why shouldn’t we kill two birds with one 
stone and talk while we have lunch?” 

““No. I’ve only just had breakfast.” 

“Oh, well, then, let’s explore. I don’t know 
the geography of this excellent pub, but it 
ought to be easy to find a quiet perch.” 


E LED the way with long slow strides, 

and finding immediately the place where 
people crowd for tea and try to talk above the 
band waved his hand towards its range of 
emptiness with a Columbus smile, wondering 
what on earth was to be sprung upon him now. 
Remarkable little person, this May, who, if his 
former knowledge of her character held true, 
did not require his presence for any but 
a purely selfish reason. He hoped against 
hope that she was not about to suggest the 
outward continuance of their matrimonial 
adventure. 

Spotting a place beneath the leafy screen 
behind which the orchestra had not yet 
collected to twist the nerves with jazz, May 
went for it energetically, sat, took a cigaret 
from her watered-silk case upon which was 
stamped the Beamish crest, and was smoking 
with evident relish before her husband had 
followed her up. That impatient method ot 
anticipating his services had always formed 
one of his grievances. 

“Now,” she said, coming to business with 
the alacrity of a man who is about tu do his 
friend the favor of letting him in on the 
ground floor of a rotten concern, ‘“‘when we 
dined together the other night we skirted the 
question of how we are going to tackle the 
future, didn’t we?” 

“We did,” said Beamish. ‘‘The past and 
the present, under the circumstances, ap- 
peared naturally to be as far as we could go 
then, I thought.” 

‘Always the little gentleman,” said May, 
with a flash of teeth. ‘I don’t know how it 
is with you, but with me, since then, things 
have begun to shape themselves, so let’s 
waive the Grandison manner and come down 
to cases. Does that suit you?” 

“ Perfec tly.’ Good God, what had she 
elaborated in the back of that dynamic 
mind? 

“You resented my first idea that you had 
come over to live on me, for which I apolo- 
gized, and I took it from that that you would 
be prepared to do the decent thing and let 
me out if I asked you to do so.” 

““Of course,” he said, with the most intense 
relief. 

“You won’t want me to explain why, I 
know—you hate personalities, don’t you?— 
and as I don’t want to mention names or go 
into any details I'll merely tell you this. 
The chance has come for me, if I work it 
right, to get married to a man who has all 
the money I need to allow me to indulge in 
my pet hobbies for the first time in my life.” 

“Congratulations,” said Beamish. 

“Thanks, but they’re a little previous be- 
cause I’ve all the way to go. And, moreover, 
I shall never be able to get there at all unless 
you will fall in with my plan of action.” 

“Command me,” he said, fully aware of 
the fact that she was taking so long to come 
to her point because it was required of him 
to do something that must go against the 
grain. 


SHE lit another cigaret, and being one who 
smoked from a sense of need and not to 
achieve a rakish air, inhaled deeply. Then 
she leaned a little forward and laid her small 
hand on his knee. And then, of course, it 
came. 

“i won't do for me to divorce you, Val,” 
she said, “in the way it’s generally done.” 

at afraid I don’t understand. That’s 
the only way. 

Damn! The man’s feet were stuck deep 
in the old traditions, despite the war which 
had blown them nearly all sky-high. ‘There 
isn’t an only way,” she whipped in. “There 
are two ways to everything, and I’m obliged 
to take the other one. That is, I want to 
be divorced.” 

“Tt couldn’t be done,” he said. 

Wonderful! For the quality of resisting 
any change of form commend her to Valentine 
Beamish. ‘Therefore she must be patient ard 
wriggle i in through a chink in his armor. 

“Tm in a very difficult and delicate 
position, if the truth must be told,” she said, 
leading up to a lie. “You may find it dif- 
ficult to believe, but I’m in love, madly in love. 
The man, very much like you, dear Val, is 
married, and also like you insists on being 
divorced. He wants, of course, to achieve 
that end by going through the ‘whole nasty 
business in the cold-blooded manner that is 

(Continued on page 92) 
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The lovely hands of Mary Nash 
— posed for Cutex 


Photo by Nickolas Muray 


ragged cuticle will mar the loveliest hands 







1s ri. Wipers are no more expert 

ep manicurists thanthosewho 
( ¥ preside over the excellent and 
HY) fastidiously equipped Ter- 
minal Beauty Salons in some 
of New York’s big hotels. 
Their subtle skill transforms 
even neglected nails to lovely 
gleaming things, with that smooth unbroken 
rim around the base of the nail that is the 
envy of everyone. 


How do they do it? 
A manicure at these salons 


Trim white-clad girls give hundreds of mani- 
cures each day in the luxurious Terminal Salons 
at the Waldorf-Astoria, the Pennsylvania 
Hotel and the Knickerbocker—in this deft 
way:—First the nails are shaped with long swift 
strokes of their files—then they are smoothed 
with the emery board. Then comes the care of 
the all-important cuticle. Each girl has her own 
special knack in making the nail rim lovely. 
But on each table there is the little bottle of 
Cutex Cuticle Remover that is her chief aid. 

With an orange stick wrapped in cotton and 
wet with Cutex, the girl softens and loosens 
the dead cuticle and ragged shreds by working 
around the base of ae nail. Then she rinses 
your fingers and wipes the surplus cuticle away 


Many women have learned, through Cutex, how to give them- 
selves an expert manure, and have lovely nails always. Begin 
today—with one of the convenient little sets. 


BEAUTY SALONS in New York's big hotels 
remove it the safe way 














At the Waldorf-Astoria, 
the Pennsylvania Hotel, 
and the Knickerbocker, 
the 
Terminal Beauty Salons 
say— 
“Cutex is the best thing we know 
of for giving that rim of smooth 
unbroken cuticle essential to well 
groomed hands. It softens and 
shapes the cuticle and it is the 
safest way to remove any parti- 
cles of dead skin. We always rely 
on it, too, for bleaching the nails 
and giving flawless nail tips.’’ 


leaving the nails smoothly 
framed in a lovely rim of the 
soft skin. 

A touch beneath the nail 
tips with the wet orange stick 
bleaches them and leaves them 
stainless, 

Then to bring out the full 
beauty of the smooth rim, the shapely nails 
and snow-white tips, the girl gives the nails 
a bewitching rose tint lustre. 





Learn to give yourself this lovely manicure 


Many women have learned how to keep their 
own nails as exquisitely beautiful with Cutex. 
You can get all the Cutex preparations for only 
35c each, Or there are charming sets in differ- 




















entsizes, at6oc, $1.00, $1.50and $3.00. Atdrug 
and department stores in the United States 
and Canada, and chemist shops in England. 


Introductory Set—Now only 12c. Fill out this 
coupon and mail it with 12c in coin or stamps for the 
Introductory Set containing trial sizes of Cutex Cuticle 
Remover, Powder Polish, Liquid Polish, Cuticle Cream 
(Comfort), emery board and orange stick. Address 
Northam Warren, 114 West 17th St., New York, or 
if you live in Canada, Dept. H-9, 200 Mountain St., 
Montreal, Canada. 


MAIL THIS COUPON WITH 12e TODAY 











NORTHAM WARREN, Dept. H-9 
114 West 17th Street, New York 

I enclose 12c in stamps or coin for new Introductory Set 
containing enough Cutex for six manicures. 


Name. 





Street__ 


(or P. O. box) 
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a © Stein & Blaine 


“Champlain” 


A Stein & Blaine Fur Coat 
Always smart — always individual 


A new creation in a luxurious 
walking coat. The new length 
—the unusual collar—the rich 
fur—are among the interesting 
features of “Champlain” 


Stein 2 Blain 


Furriers Dressmakers Sailors 
13 and 15 West 57th Street 
New York 
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(Continued from page 90) 


demanded under the law. But that’s where 
I come in. I refuse to allow him to besmirch 
himself by any such humiliating and degrad- 
ing method. The only way out, then, is to 
do the thing honestly, with me as the eventual 
corespondent—for us to be ‘caught’ to- 
gether. Do you see? He will then be di- 
vorced by his wife, I shall be divorced by you, 
and he and I can make a home together to the 
sound of wedding bells.” 

She didn’t add to her touching picture any 
lines that might suggest the fact that only 
by arranging to be caught, as she so graphi- 
cally called it, could she hope to become the 
second Mrs. Franklin. She banked on Pel’s 
doing the honorable thing, as well she might, 
especially as her diabolical plan was to make 
him believe that it-was her brutal husband 
who had had her watched. After all, wasn’t 
it her helpful desire to relieve Pelham’s 
loneliness that had placed her in a compro- 
mising position? Of course it was. 

And then she gathered up her things and 
rosc to her tiny feet and held out her small but 
capable hand. Obviously there was nothing 
more to be said. 

Beamish, towering above her, held her 
hand, wordless. She had found the chink 
in his armor by her appeal to him to 
permit the thing to be done honestly, for 
love. 

‘Thank you,” she said. 

“What do you want me to do?” 

‘Nothing. Leave it all to me.” 

“But . 

“No. This is my affair. I will choose 
a lawyer for you and give him the necessary 
instructions. The rest is easy now. Good- 
by, and a thousand thanks and the very best 
of luck.” 

The rest was, as she had said, perfectly easy, 
because she knew the ropes and knew Pelham 
and had complete confidence in herself. 

And there stood Beamish, alone in that 
empty space, but for the one-by-one arrival 
of the members of the band behind the screen 
of green stuff, and the cottage at Mount 
Vernon took much more definite shape. 

Outside—blue sky, friendly sun, air purged 
of all humidity—our wee friend May took 
her smile into an eager yellow taxi to consult 
the lawyer ot her husband's Hobson’s 
choice. 


RRY ’ARRIS stood under the tall man 
upon whose discarded top boots he 
had been wont to lavish unlimited elbow 
grease, heart-breaking comic songs, and all 
the hero-worship of a romantic nature. 
**Guv'nor,” he said earnestly, ‘you must let 
me out of this ’ere. I can’t go through with 
it, really I can’t. I’m a bundle o jnerves. 

Beamish was equally earnest. ‘‘My dear 
‘Arry, sooner or later you’ve got to live up 
to your present position as partner in the 
firm of Beamish & ’Arris and I ask you to 
make a stab at it to-night.” 

The combination of names and all that they 
stood for acted momentarily as a stimulant 
and flushed the veins of the gallant little 
CO kney with a brief confidence. 

“If we was goin’ to ‘ave a bite alone,” 
he went on, “I could do it and enjoy meself, 
and throw out me chest. But I’ve never sat 
at the same table with a lidy and s’welp me it’s 
arstin’ too much, Guv’nor. I’ve got to be 
broke into it by easy stages. So, if it’s all 
the sime ter you, I'll nip off, peck a little 
groundsel at one of them ’elp-yer-selves, 
and bring ’Enery round to drive you ’ome. 
‘Ow’s that?” 

‘4 wash-out,” said Beamish, unrelentingly. 
“Miss Magee has asked to meet you and 
there’s nothing more to be said. Put your 
tie straight, stand proudly on your hind legs, 
and bear in mind that you’re my friend as 
well as my partner.” 


ANP so, with a tragic gesture of despair 
which would have won a roar of gorgeous 
laughter if he had been playing his part be- 
fore a theater audience, ’Arry clicked his heels 
and edged his way to the looking-glass in the 
foyer of the Italian restaurant. With the 
nervous fingers which had been scrubbed 
until the skin was sore he arranged the bor- 
rowed microbe tie and did his best to glue 
down the recalcitrant feather at the back of 
his bullet head. And when he looked at the 
reflection of the immaculate Beamish and 
at his own stubby figure in the cheapest reach- 
me-downs, he could have wept at the positive 
horror of this occasion as well as at the blind 
trust and what seemed to him to be the almost 
divine friendship of the man for whom he 
possessed a dog-like love. 

All right then, he would put himself through 
it. He would pull his gorblimey weight. It 
wasn’t the first time, by a long chalk, that 
he had obeyed the captain’s orders in the 
face of death. And at that moment death 
seemed child’s play to the certainty that he 
was going to eat with his knife, make gurgling 
noises with his soup and outrage a lady who 
couldn’t be expected to understand all that 
had gone to build up the faithful relationship 


that existed between himself and “good old 
Greyhound.” 

It so happened that one of those nice epi- 
sodes which make life well worth living 
had been the means of introducing Beamish 
to Tocciano’s the night before. He had 
relieved ’Arry at six o’clock, taken the u: 
complaining Ford along several streets with 
all the enticement possible and, after about 
three-quarters of an hour of emptiness, had 
been hailed by a breezy person in upper 
Broadway and told to drive to the Harvard 
Club. During one of the hold-ups on the 
way down he had turned to give his customer 
a box of matches and been startled to receive 
a sudden order to “‘take this ruddy flivver to 
the nearest landing place and stop.” 


E DID so, at a spot between two picture 
theaters—one of the very few such spots. 

“Get out,’ was the next command. 

And he got out. 

‘Put it there.” 

And he put it there, looking into the excited 
and even emotional eyes of the man whose 
Arrow-collar face awoke no memories. The 
crunching of his hand brought the tears to his 
own .aFe8, 

‘Who the hell are you?’ Go on, say 


” 

And he said it. Damn it, he was only a 
taxi driver. 

**Don’t you remember that silly ass Dowl- 
ing, Stafford FE. Dowling, who was pushed 
into your squadron away back in 1917 and 
was on the mat to you for smashing up two 
buses before the end of his first week?” 

“No,”’ said Beamish. That was an every- 
day affair 

“Don’t you remember giving a raged toa 
pie-eyed flying man the night before he re- 
ceived _ rs to join the first contingent of 
the A. E. 

That was enough. Smoke, speeches, 
whisky, loud and prolonged cheers, a sense of 
electrical confidence at the actual entrance of 
America ‘ein 

“My dear chi ap, how are you?”’ said Beam- 
ish, putting it there again. A burst of ques- 
tions and answers, of laughter and friendly 
thumps, ended in a quick adjournment to 
Dowling’s pet eating-place, where it was cool 
and there wasn’t a band. 

Beamish, that great soldier, that long 
cool fish who had had his nerve under the 
most complete control under all circumstances, 
that kind, stern beggar for whom, at a word, 
men had gone to certain extinction—a taxi 
driver! God! 


HE night’s business was ruined, of course, 

until the theaters began to empty, but 
something was said that might very well lead 
to the dissolution of Messrs. Beamish & 
’Arris, take Beamish into the old established 
real estate office of Stafford E. Dowling & Co 
on a good salary and commission, and leave 

’Arris in sole control of Henry Ford. 

““Why, with your personality and whimsi- 
cal smile, to say nothing of spats, you were 
born for real estate,” said Dowling. ‘*Come 
on round in the morning and fix the whole 
thing up.” And that morning, thankful to 
God for this lucky accident, Beamish had gone 
round, talked the whole thing over, accepted 
the management of the country branch, which 
meant driving people to summer houses in a 
most seductive mood, and walked out to find 
himself in a position to ask Carol Magee to 
look for a little house in Westchester against 
the day of his release. He intended to make 
a handsome present of the Ford to ’Arry 
’Arris before they went to sleep that night 
He was pretty certain that it wouldn't be 
accepted and that ’Arry would follow him 
wherever he went to earn the rum of his teeth 
and his pillow and blanket by driving the car 
and cleaning the house and mending the socks 
and looking after the chickens, and, if there 
were enough space between the cottage and its 
homogeneous neighbors to afford a kitchen 
garden, in growing potatoes and radishes and 
the succulent weed. All the same he would 
make the offer. 

“T forgot to tell you,”’ he said, ‘“‘that Miss 
Magee served as a nurse in a British hospital 
all through the war, old man. 

“Oh, one of us,” said ’Arry, with enormous 
relief. ‘‘That makes things a bit easier all 
right! She'll ’ave met my sort before. Good 
old!” 


ND when Carol came in, quite as excited 
as they were if they had only known it, 

she received a royal welcome from both these 
men, especially from the ex-Tommy _ after 
giving an exact imitation of the Captain's 
bow, drew back, clicked heels and flung up 
a vibrating hand to the back of his right ear 
Dear God, what pictures came back into her 
mind of those old days and nights behind the 
lines in France! It was just such a born 
comedian as ’Arry ’Arris who, riddled with 
machine-gun bullets and without a dog's 
chance of pulling through, had turned a 

(Continued on page 04) 
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The striking thing about the 
Single-Eight is that it does the 
things which are vital, in a 
more positive, effective way 
than they have ever been 
done before. 


These striking contributions 
to safer, surer, smoother motor- 














ing, are not hidden refinements, 
but very definite qualities 
quickly discernible. 


It is not just a generalization 
but a fact, that in comfort, 
acceleration, flexibility, brake- 
action, steering and ease of con- 
trol, the Single-Eight has gone 
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far beyond previous practice. 


The instant and enthusiastic 
acceptance of these facts ren- 
ders it certain that the Single- 
Eight will dominate its own 
particular field just as unmis- 
takably as does its companion 
car—the Packard Single-Six. 


Furnished in Nine Distinguished Body Types, Open and Enclosed, at Prices Ranging from #3650 to #4,950— at Detroit 
Packard Single-Siz Furnished in Eleven Popular Body Types, Open and Enclosed 
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twinkling eye to the nearest stretcher-bearer 
and said, ‘Home, James,’’ with what he 
thought was the accent of a duke. 

It was a good evening. Their table was 
near, but not too near, the fountain in the 
middle of that large open space whose pillars, 
bearing a gallery, were covered with ivy and 
which might have been as far away from New 
York as Switzerland, or even Italy. It wasa 
good place, especially on a hot night. It had 
atmosphere. It gave those whose hearts had 
gone to Europe, to the old places, but whose 
bodies had remained at the grindstone, a 
sense of being abroad, of having escaped. The 

waiters were Italian. Explosions of Italian 
took place, like operatic recitative, every time 
there was a smash. There were foreign voices 
all about and foreign laughter. And here they 
sat until almost every one had left and ’Arry 
was obliged to tear himself away from a 
thousand reminiscences to take his flivver to 
an order. 


“AND now I must go,” said Carol, who had 
been laughing to the verge of tears all 
through dinner. 

They walked slowly toward Fifth Avenue, 
cringing beneath the shatter of a train that 
passed along the overhead railway. It might 
have been one of the air-raids of which they 
had just been speaking. 

The Greyhound put his hand under Carol’s 
elbow to guide her across the street, and kept 
it there. The pent-up words of all those years 
on the tip of his tongue. But she hardly knew 
him from Adam, any of the numerous Adams 
who had been so grateful for her smile. All 
the same he was a man with a good job and a 


| good friend behind him, by way of a change, 


and it was not to be long before May had set 
him free. And so he permitted himself just 
this. “I’m afraid our luncheon parties must 
come to an end, Bluebird,’’ he began. 

It had been so good to wake up every morn- 
ing with the knowledge that she no longer 
went in and out with the tide like a scrap of 
isolated flotsam. 

“Oh, why?” There was a great disap- 
pointment in her voice. 

His fingers closed upon her arm. “A pal of 
mine called Dowling is sendin’ me out of town 
to run his real estate show. I’m resignin’ from 
the taxi business to-night. But, if it’s all the 
same to you, I'd like to dash up and take you 
out to dinner every night. Do you mind?” 

She made a sound that was not quite a 
laugh. ‘‘Mind? You have a funny way of 
putting things. But of course you can’t 
come in every night for that. Why should 
you?’ 

“Because,” he said, seizing the unexpected 
chance to put himself fairly and squarely 
before her, “‘I’m in this country simply to do 
two things—to see as much of you as I can in 
the hope that when you get used to me you 
will like me enough not to get married to 
any one else, and to work like a steam-roller 
so that I may be able to ask you to consider 
the possibility of sharing a. house as jolly as 
the one your sister lives in.’ 

He waited for a comment, an exclamation, 
an incredulous laugh; but nothing came, 
because, if he had only been imaginative 
enough to guess it, this lonely girl was moved 
to too great an emotion by that simple definite 
statement, behind which her intuition enabled 
her to read the translation of a dream, to be 
able to speak. It came to her then, in a flash, 
that this one of her innumerable woundeds 
had taken her away in his heart when he had 
left her hospital and that during all the follow- 
ing years of monotonous drudgery she had not 
been alone because every day she had been 
helped and inspired by the waves of sympathy 
and love that he had sent out to her. It gave 


| a sudden explanation to many things that she 


had not been able to understand—patience, 


| faith, a vague expectation, kindness, a sense 


of being protected. 
And so, greatly encouraged, he went a little 
farther. ‘You ought to know,” he said, 
“that I have also to wait until I am set free 
from a war marriage and it will be a year 


probably before this can be brought about. 


During this time I want you to consider me as 
on probation, if you will let me have so long, 
Bluebird. Can you?” 

“Yes,” she said, and gave him the old smile 
that he used to wait for as he lay on the hospi- 
tal bed as a man waits for the sun. 


A’ HALF past two that afternoon, still 
suffering from the kick in the face that 
Pelham’s masterly piece of acting had ad- 
ministered the day before, Malcolm threw 
down his pen in disgust, jammed on his hat, 
forgot to pay his usual attention to the tactless 


At last: 


parrot and went out. Work was impossible, 
Even if he were to receive another snubbing 
he felt that he must see Pelham again at once. 
He might find Pelham a little less rigid and 
unresilient if he went round now. The whole 
thing was a damned shame. They had mar- 
ried for love, these two, and Beatrix had 
rounded the corner and was ashamed of her- 
self and supremely ready to make amends, 
And there was the boy. 

“Oh, God,” he cried out, “don’t let this 
be added to the appalling list of failures, 
Give me a clue, give me a clue. Help me to 
find some way to bring these two together 
again. 

And with this prayer in his heart he pre- 
sented himself to the uniformed doorkeeper 
at the old apartment house. Mr. Franklin 
has just gone out,’”’ he was told and stood 
irresolute. What was the use? In utter 
humbleness of spirit he had uttered his cry 
for help and so help came. He stalked to 
the elevator, let himself into the apartment 
with his latch-key and went toward the living- 
room to wait for Pel. 

But he drew up short at the half-open door. 
People were talking. A man with a hard, 
resonant voice . . . and our wee friend May. 
He knew that ripple of laughter. Well, 
as that was the case, waiting was impossible. 
He would be shot rather than undergo that 
woman’s gleeful impertinence again. What 
was being said, however, held him rooted. 

‘**There’s no need to worry about the slight 
irregularity in the proceedings,” said May. 
“Captain Beamish has left everything to me 
and so I instruct you on his behalf.” 

‘And you will be responsible . 

“Oh, yes, I'll be responsible for. the costs. 
That’s definitely understood. — Frid: ay night, 
then.” 

“All right. Friday night.’’ There was 
a guttural chuckle. ‘The detectives em- 
ployed by your husband will enter this apart- 
ment with your latch-key at midnight. You 
will see to it that you are caught in a suff- 
ciently compromising attitude—in flagrante 
delicto, as we call it in law—and the grounds 
of your husband’s action will be in my hands. 
Another scandal for the Vanderdykes!”’ 

“IT should think so! That’s exactly what 
I want. Friday night, then, at twelve 
o'clock. 

A chair was pushed back, and Malcolm, 
the unwilling but fortunate eavesdropper, 
found his feet again, crept back across the 
hall to the front door, opened and closed it 
with the velvet touch of a safe-breaker and 
fled down-stairs. If he were to wait for the 
elevator he might be caught. 

Good God! So that was the game! With 
or without the connivance of her husband, she 
was going to trick an action for divorce, with 
Pel as corespondent, in the hope that this 
would be followed by an action by Beatrix 
against Pelham with herself as corespondent 
and lead to her becoming, Pelham being the 
man he was, the second Mrs. Franklin. It 
was as plain as a pike-staff. 


BARGING into somebody on his way, head 
down, to his rooms, Malcolm looked up, 
with an apology on his lips, and saw Pelham. 
It was obvious that sleepless nights, city 
streets, and homesickness were beginning to 
tell on this man, unused to all these things. 
He had lost his tan and was thin and drawn. 
He looked like a fish out of water, a hunter in 
the shafts of a cab, or, better still, a very 
wretched man. 

“I’ve just been round to your rooms,” he 
said. 

‘Good Lord,”’ said Malcolm, “I’ve just been 
round to yours.” 

“Everything goes wrong these days. A 
damned mess the whole thing’s in!” 

“Did you want me for any specific job?” 

“No. I just wanted you.” 

“Same with me, old man. Which way 
shall we go? 

‘Any old way. W hat’s it matter?” 

“This way, then,” said Malcolm, facing 
the wide round eye in the middle of the street 
that changed from yellow to red, locking 
and releasing the wheeled barges that churned 
the great canal. 

And so Pelham turned and went that way. 
W hat did it matter? 

“Can you pitch a few things in a bag and 
get out of this place with me?”’ asked Pelham 
abruptly. 

““When?” 

“To-day, now. 

An hour before Malcolm would have jumped 
at the idea. Nothing on earth would have 
given him a satisfaction so profound as to 

(Continued on page 96) 


Paris has announced her de- 


crees about the mode this Fall and Winter. 
From three different sources. Harper's 
Bazar will report the Paris Fall Open- 
ings—in next month’s Harper's Bazar. 
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tastes and ideals find in the Lincoln a car 
measuring fully up to their highest standards. 


We are proud of this personality of the 
Lincoln. It is the settled policy of this entire 
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allowed. Rather the sum of our energies is 
bent upon keeping the Lincoln better than 
even its most exacting buyer would expect. 
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leave that fiendish little person and her 
plotting lawyer flat on their backs in the mid- 
dle of failure. Then. too, alone with Pelham 
somewhere, what arguments he could have 
brought out to explain, or endeavor to ex- 
plain, the Beatrix kink that was at the bottom 
of all their trouble. The scrap of conversa- 
tion that he “o's had the consummate luck 
to overhear had, however, made it urgently 
necessary to keep Pelham in the city over the 
infamous Friday night, so that Beatrix should 
be able, in a manner yet to be planned, to 
prevent another scandal, turn the tables on 
our wee friend May, switch the white flame 
of faith on Pelham, and earn her right to 

1 declaration of undying love. No explana- 
rte of his, Malcolm had the sense to know, 
even if they were ins pired by the angels, 
could bring these two into sanity again so 
quickly or so completely as by a dramatic 
method of rescue performed by Beatrix her- 
self. And so he said, * Awfully sorry, old 
son. Thi ut s quite impossible.” 

y? 
“Well you see...” 

“No, I don’t. What are you doing? 
Y ou've always been able to get away before.” 

“Yes, I know.” 
“Well, then, what’s the idea?” 

“T’ve let myself in for several engagements 

that: ll keep me till Saturday at the earliest.’ 

“What engagements? He had never per- 
mitted engagements, or anything else, to 
stand in his way. For the life of him he 
couldn't understand why another man should 
—even Malcolm, who wrote to eke out an 
income that barely kept his head above water. 
It was funny. 

“Well, if you must know, I'm going to 
drive out and dine with Beatrix this evening, 
spend the night, and see the boy.”” And this 
was true. He held the key, he thought, for 
her return to Paradise. 

“Oh,” said Pelham, and dropped the whole 
thing like a red-hot cinder. But his face was 
flooded with an expression of the most ex- 
quisite pain as though some devil had taken 
hold of his heart with a pair of tweezers and 
twisted it round. Would to God that he 
were going to dine with Beatrix and spend 
the night and see the boy 


OT on the terrace looking out on a peaceful 
sweep of undulating country with here 
and there a delicate steeple rising to a cloud- 
less sky, and not in Beatrix’s favorite place in 
the rose garden under the last of the day’s 
most generous sun, but, rightly enough, in 
Pelham’s den with all its strong reminders of 
that simple man, with the door shut and in 
a voice too low to be caught by the anxious 
but unscrupulous ear of the little brown 
woman who was fluttering about like a hen 
with a brood of ducks, Malcolm told his story. 
And when the story had been told, with no 
suggestion added as to how to turn the 
Beamish trap upon herself—he was dealing 
with a brain more fertile than his own— 
Malcolm dried up completely and lit his pipe. 
He, too, had learned his lesson, had proved 
himself a blunderer, and would interfere no 
more. 

And after the blood had rushed to her fore- 
head and her nostrils had illustrated all the 
gamut of her feelings, Beatrix got up and 
walked about as she always did when some- 
thing had to be done. ‘‘Um,” she said, ‘‘ um,” 
and touched things here and there, moved a 
chair away to make a freer path, straightened 
out a rut in the carpet with her foot, took deep 
breaths, and gave out enough vitality to make 
the room pulse as by the hidden engines of a 
ship. 

Once in a while she drew up short for a 
moment, with a wrinkle in her forehead, and 
when she recommenced her fish-like move- 
ments round that bowl of a room Malcolm 
could see that she was looking through its 
walis, that she had gone in spirit to Pelham’s 
apartment opposite the Plaza and with a grow- 
ing feeling of exhilaration was formulating a 
plan to confound and humiliate the tricky 
Mrs. Beamish and bring all her own power of 
charm and newly-acquired honesty to bear 
upon the man who had taken her literally 
when she had been playing with symbols. 
Win or lose, regain or never recover—it had 
come to that. 

Finally she stopped, lit one of the cig- 
irets that Pel had kept there for her use 

tobacco was good enough for him—and 
stood i in front of the solemn man in goggles. 

‘Thanks most awfully, Mally,” she said. 
‘You've given me my chance and I shall take 
it. You asked for help to-day and got it. I 
shall take a leaf out of your book from now 
until I bring Pel home, and, please God, 
shall get it, too. There's nothing, just nothing 
in the whole of life, that | want so much as to 
stand outside this room once more and listen 
to the sound of a pipe being knocked out on 
the ring on Pelham’s finger. I've missed it. 

It almost seemed like death.” She 
permitted two tears to run all down her cheeks. 

Malcolm held out his hand 


““We make our own heaven and hell,’’ she 
said, and that was all. 

And then she chose the most comfortable 
chair and sat on her leg, but not before she had 
repaired the slight damage to her face with 
powder and lip-stick with all that deftness 
and astonishing lack of fourth-wall sense that 
goes with our self- respecting girls these days. 

lave you had a brain-wave?” asked 
Malcolm, fully expecting to be told that she 
had. 

““No,”’ she said. “All I can see, so far, is 
that you must go back early to-morrow morn- 
ing and move heaven and earth to keep Pel 
from leaving town. For the rest, I can see the 
vital necessity of my being hidden in his 
apartment on Friday ‘night, so that I may be 
able, in a wifely capacity, to be present at the 
very moment when May "s detectives break in. 
I can see, of course, the utter collapse of her 
diabolical scheme when I introduce myself 
as Mrs. Franklin and her as the friend of the 
family. Your imagination is vivid enough to 
paint a perfect picture of the rout of the detec- 
tives and the whipped dog exit of our we: 
friend May, with the one or two things tha‘ 
[I hope I shall be inspired to say ringing in her 
ears. After that, Pelham and 1... But 
what I can’t see is what worries me, Mally.” 

“What's that?”’ he asked, leaning forward. 

‘The base on which all these things must 
be built—how to get into the apartment. 
That's the difficulty. You have your key, I 
know. The doorman and the man who works 
the elevator can be bribed to hold their 
tongues. That goes without saying. And so 
can the Jap. But suppose Pel brings May 
back directly after dinner—as she will prob- 
ably see that he does—there is the great risk 
of my being caught by her. She has given 
herself the run of the house, you remember. 
I sha’n't, of course, dare to hide in Pelham’s 
bedroom for that reason, and if I lock myself 
in the room you used to have and she finds it 
locked her suspicions will be aroused at once. 

. It isn’t as easy as it looks, old boy.” 








T WAS Malcolm’s turn to walk about. The 

grim humor of trying to find a way by 
which a wife could break into her husband’s 
rooms in order to save him from being caught 
in what the law called flagrante delicto with a 
purring little woman who wanted a divorce 
made no appeal. On the contrary, he hated 
the thing and held in contempt the whole 
process of what was called law which made 
any Ry h proceeding possible to arrange 

“ I don’ t know what to suggest, he said, 
finally. ‘My brain refuses to work.” 

Not so Beatrix. ‘‘Do you happen to know 
who lives in the apartments above or below 
the one that Pelham has?’ 

““Ah, that’s an idea,’ 
short. 

“T should think it is,” said Beatrix, after it 
as though it were arabbit. ‘Do you?’ 

“I know the man above—Gifford Bartlett, 
Wall Street. An excellent chap. A friend of 
mine for years. 

“Ts he living there now?”’ 

“T suppose so. I saw him at the club the 
other day. Vait a second. I believe he 
said that he was spending the summer at 
Huntington. I can easily find out. ” 

“Find out. Is there a fire-escape at the 
bac k of the house?” 

“Ves 

“Then rent his apartment to-morrow, move 
in, and ask me to dinner on Friday night.” 
She sprang to her feet and did a war-dance, 
with her eyes alight with excitement. And 
then she pounced on the poor old poet, the 
imprac tical man of rhy mes. ‘The telephone, 
quick,” she cried. ‘‘Huntington. Scour 
Huntington. Offer Gifford Bartlett the earth 
and the sun and the moon, and don’t come 
back until you've got his fire- “escape. Run— 
rush! This is my only hope.” 

And out into the hall went Malcolm, the 
little brown woman scuttling out of his way— 
her ear had been glued to the keyhole—and as 
Beatrix heard him asking for ‘‘ Huntington— 
Information,” she went down on her knees 
on the bear’s skin. 


he said, stopping 


ND after dinner there was another council 

of war. This time under the stars. } 
“Out of range of the house,’’ said Beatrix 
as she led her old and tried friend to the 
woods, down the long slope of lawn, across the 
bridge over a ceaselessly chattering stream. 
And suddenly, out there under the fittest 
foliage of a dream, she put her young golden 
head on the shoulder of that faithful man and 
cried and cried like a child. Her barrier of 
courage gave way for a moment and all her 
pent-up tears came rushing out. She was 
very young, and the unexplainable passion, 
unfulfilment, urgency—what was _ it? d 
bounced back at her aa left a lasting hurt. 
But her tears were not those of self-pity. She 
didn’t belong to the martyr type. They were 
of shame, of untranslatable regret for having 
given days and nights of suffering to the man 

(Continued on page od) 
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“The Spirit of Cathay” 


 —— from the Orient, a reflection of the beauty found 
in ancient lands where men poured their souls into living col- 
ours, an exquisiteness of patterning, modern of the Moderns 
..... all these, and more, are found in Cheney Silks. These 
are the attributes that have definitely established a style leader- 
ship that will endure. 
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Two fascinating new silks, Frost- are especially charming in the 
krépe and Inlai Chenette,areamong fashionable colours: Cocoa, 
the exclusive Cheney produc- Java, Soudan, Graylock, Steel and 
tions for Fall and Winter. They — Gissing Blue. 


Cheney Dress Silks, Velvets, Ribbons, Decorative and Uphol y Silks, Men’s Silk 
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Where I. Miller Fashions 
«May Be Obtained 


ALLENTOWN, PA., F Heinz Co 
ASHEVILLE, N. C., Pollock's 

ATLANTA, GA., Byck Bros 

BOSTON, MASS ,C. F Hovey Co. 
BRIDGEPORT, CONN., D.M. Read Co. 
BRISTOL, TENN ., H. P. King Co 
CHARLESTON, W. VA., May Shoe Co 
CINCINNATI, O., Smith Kasson Co. 
CLARKSDALE, MISS , Powers & Co 
CLEVELAND, OHIO, Stone Shoe Co. 
COLORADO SPRINGS, COLO ., Cox Bros. 
COLUMBUS, OHIO, Dunlap Shoe Co 
DAYTON, OHIO, Elder & Johnston Co 
DALLAS, TEXAS, Leon Kahn Shoe Co 
DENVER, COLO , Fontius Shoe Co 
DETROIT, MICH., Russek’s 

DUBUQUE, IA., Roshek Bros 

EL DORADO. ARK.., J. F. Sample Co. 

EL PASO, TEX., Whice House Shoe Dept. 
EVANSVILLE, IND., Dawson's Boot Shop 
FRESNO, CALIF., Wonder Shoe Shop 

FT WAYNE, IND., Mathias App’s Sons 
GALVESTON, TEX., Robert 1. Cohen 
GRAND RAPIDS, MICH., Herpolsheimer Co 
GREENVILLE, S C., Pollock's 
HARRISBURG, PA., Bowman & Co. 
HOLLY WOOD,CAL, Hollywood BootShop 
HOT SPRINGS, ARK.., Ike Kempner & Bros. 
INDIANAPOLIS, IND., H. P Wasson & Co. 
JACKSONVILLE, FLA., Golden's Bootery 
KANSAS CITY, MO, Auerbach & Gue:tel 
LANSING, MICH., The Shubel Co 
LINCOLN, NEBR., Speier & Simon 
LITTLE ROCK, ARK.., Ike Kempner & Bros. 
LONG BEACH, CALIP., Quality Boot Shop 
LOS ANGELES, CALIF., Ville de Paris 
LOUISVILLE, KY., Byck Bros 

MARION, IND., Blumenthal & Co. 
MEDFORD, ORE , The Bootery 
MEMPHIS, TENN., Heyman Bach Co, 
MONROE, LA., Masur Bros. 


MORGANTOWN, W. VA., Fashionable 
Shoe Store 


McKEESPORT, PA., Grand Leader 
NASHVILLE, TENN., Loveman, Joseph & 
Teitlebaum 
NEW ORLEANS, LA., Imperial Shoe Store 
OAKLAND, CALIF., Peters Bros.,Shoe Co. 
OKLAHOMACITY, OKLA., Harry KatzCo. 
PAWHUSKA, OKLA., L. A. Larsen 
PHOENIX, ARIZ., Chas. Korrick & Bro. 
PITTSBURGH, PA., Kaufmann's 
PITTSFIELD, MASS., England Bros. 
PORTCHESTER, N. Y., I. Goldberg & Son 
RENO, NEVADA, Herbert E. Tait 
ROANOKE, VA., Propst Childress Shoe Co. 
ROCKFORD, ILL., Chas. V. Weise Co. 
SANTA ANA, CALIF., Watkin’s Bootery 
SAN DIEGO, CALIF., Marston's 
‘SAN FRANCISCO, CAL., Frank Werner Co. 
SAN JOSE, CALIF., Garcia Shoe Co. 
SAVANNAH, GA., Byck Bros. 
SEATTLE, WASH., Turrell Shoe Co. 
SHREVEPORT, LA., Phelps Shoe Co. 
SIOUX CITY, IA.,T. S. MartinCo. * 
SOUTH BEND, IND., Ellsworth Store 
SPRINGFIELD, ILL., Reisch Shoe Shop 
STOCKTON, CALIF., Dunne’s Shoe Store 
ST. JOSEPH, MO., Plymouth Clothing Co. 
ST. LOUIS, MO., Henry A. Weil 
ST. PAUL, MINN., Husch Bros. 
TACOMA, WASH., Pessemier’s Bootery 
TERRE HAUTE, IND., Cheney's Boot Shop 
TOLEDO, OHIO, La Salle & Koch Co. 
TOPEKA, KANS., Auerbach & Guettel 
TULSA, OKLA., The Hunt Co. 
TUPELO, MISS., R. W. Reed Co. 
WICHITA, KANS., Geo. Innes Co. 
YOUNGSTON, O., Lustig's 
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An unusual gown of imported Black 
Broadcloth uses Royal Blue and Silver 
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HARPER’S BAZAR 


| ANOTHER SCANDAL 


Cosmo 


Hamilton’s 


Novel 


(Continued from page 96) 


who was her man, of something like terror at 
the careless waste of happiness in a life where 
winter follows on the heels of spring at such a 
frightful pace and in which the most frequent 
word is failure. Failure because the high aim 
is left untaught. 

And as to this counter-move, the plans for 
which looked very good on paper, thanks 
to the kindness of Gifford Bartlett, who had 
lent his apartment to Malcolm for a month and 
telephoned instructions to that effect to the 
manager of the building, who could tell 
whether it would end in failure even if May 
were routed and her trick turned into a damp 
squib? At the end of it stood Pelham, humili- 
ated as no man has a right to be and who had 
been turned down, kept off, refused, who ac- 
cepted the fact that the thin thread had been 
broken and who had said over and over again 
that the whole thing was a mistake because 
he was too old. 

Doubts and fears flew under thoce trees lixe 
bats while Beatrix cried and Malcolm tried to 
comfort. But the white flame of her faith in 
Pelham never went dull for an instant; which 
was wonderful to Malcolm, who knew himself 
and men. It rivaled the white light of the 
moon during all the incoherent outpouring of 
her shame, regret and love and terror, and he 
could see in her utter lack of jealousy, in 
which he could hardly believe—knowing May 
and realizing her Eve-like attraction—not 
conceit, not egotism, but a belief that made 
him tremble. 


\CK in the city the following morning, 

having arranged to give Beatrix dinner in 
Barlett’s rooms on Friday night, the first of 
the many things that Malcolm had to do was 
to see Pelham. He must be kept in town, 
otherwise the scheme, difficult enough to 
carry out, would go phut. 

It was ten o'clock when he spranz from 
a taxi. He didn’t notice Pelham’s car that 
was waiting at the curb, and he was just about 
to make a dash for the house when a high, 
warm voice called out, ‘“‘ Morning, Malcolm,” 
and turned him round on his heel. 

It was the Beamish, charmingly dressed in 
country clothes, with a mistress smile on her 
water-color face and a sarcastic hand stretched 
out. 

‘Pel needs exercise,” she said domestically, 
“so I’m taking him out to play golf. Merry 
and bright to-day?” 

He stammered something, he didn’t know 
what, feeling a fool, and most conscious of 
the fact that jealousy and resentment were 
stamped on his forehead, and backed into 
Pelham, who came out with his clubs. 

“Oh, hello. You’re just in time to come 
along with us, old boy. Noarguments. Nip 
in and we'll drive you round to your place to 
change. Gorgeous day for beating the ball.” 

May’s “‘two’s company”’ signals fell hope- 
lessly flat. 

“I'd love it,”” Malcolm said, “but I can’t. 
How about to-morrow?” 

“Full up,” said Pelham, whose Friday had 
been mapped out for him, and went to the car. 

And did May miss the chance to appear 
gracious to Pel and get one in, as it was per- 
fectly safe? Notshe. ‘‘Toosorry!” she said. 
“A threesome would have been awfully 
jolly. . Well, another time, old thing. So 
long.” 

And away went the car, with Pelham as 
sulky as a schoolboy being dragged off by 
a governess. 

Well, it was good to know that he was to 
be kept in leash over the fateful Friday and 
that there was no work to do about that. 
But what, in heaven’s name, was the use of 
making women on the Beamish mold and 
letting them play havoc in an already difficult 
world? Very careless work. 


ARTLETT was a thoroughly sound fellow, 

an excellent stock-broker and a golfer 
difficult to beat, but he had never shaken off 
the habit of so many imitative men of ad- 
vertising his bachelorhood by plastering his 
rooms with nudes. The hall, the dining- 
and sitting-rooms and both the bedrooms had 
nothing else to show. The effect was de- 
feating, annoying and silly, like the chorus of 
the Folies Bergéres after the first five minutes 
It made one long for prints of Queen Eliza 
beth and Early Victorian maidens in hoops 
and pantalettes. It was as small-town as 
a woman is who wears a million-dollar string 
of pearls at breakfast or goes in bathing in all 
her diamond rings. It made misogynists of 
fastidious men ‘ 

But the fire-escape did run down the back 
of the building and nothing would be easier 
than for Beatrix to go down one flight of iron 
stairs to the window of Malcolm’s old room in 


Pelham’s apartment. So that was all right, 
And when Malcolm telephoned to Beatrix 
to say so, as he had promised to do, he used 
the mysterious language of the bootlegger jn 
case any one should be listening in. 

To which he got “‘I don’t understand one 
word of it, Mally. I hate codes and picture 
puzzles and card tricks—you know that. I 
must have it in full, with every i dotted and 
every / crossed, please.” 

And so, laying aside his newly acquired 
secret service manner, he gave it in full, 
But when he said that Pelham was safe over 
Friday and hoped that that would be enough 
because he didn’t want to describe the little 
scene outside the house, he was asked how he 
knew and described it. 

“The Plaza at half past seven to-morrow, 
then, and please God we pull it off.” 

‘Please God we do, my dear.”’ 


HE best laid schemes o’ mice and men . 

At half past six on Friday afternoon, 
having just returned from spending the day 
with May, the appallingly unconscious Pelham 
went off at a tangent which blew everything 
sky-high. Bored to utter extinction, he went 
to the telephone, managed to procure Mrs. 
McKenzie’s number after speaking to an 
irate Jewish gentleman in Brooklyn and an 
ex-brigadier-general of the Russian Army 
who was peeling potatoes in a stuffy restaurant 
in the Fifties, and was answered by the Beam- 
ish, who had just risen glistening from her 
bath. 

“I’m awfully sorry,” he said, “but I’m 
afraid I must ask you to scratch dinner to- 
night, if you will... .”’ 

“Wh—at?” 

“Yes, I know. It’s a rotten nuisance and 
I'm frightfully sick about it, but as a matter of 
fact’’—what on earth was he to say?—“‘ some- 
thing’s gone wrong in the engine-room of the 
Galatea and I’ve got to go along at once and 
see about it.” It was a brain wave. ‘I’m 
desperately sorry, but I’m sure you'll under- 
stand, and if you will lunch with me to-morrow 
I'll tell you exactly what’s happened.” And 
he rang off quickly, hoping she would assume 
that they had been cut off by an operator 
who objected to long conversations and was 
doing her best to revive the lost art of letter- 
writing. 

He was fed up. He could stand no more, 
not another second, of our wee friend May. 
He did not want ever to see her again, or 
listen to her constant prattle, or watch the 
changing expressions on her pretty baby face. 
He was through. Mafische. He was going 
to leave the receiver off, send the Jap away, 
chuck dinner, mix a three-finger whisky peg, 
and take a book to bed. If he were obliged 
to read he would, but if sleep were kind enough 
to come he would be the most grateful man 
among all the swarming millions in the city. 


HICH, as May announced to that nice 

bedroom which Elizabeth McKenzie had 
just made up her mind to reclaim, put the whole 
blessed thing in the cart. ‘‘Once aboard the 
Galatea,” she thought, drying in the warm air, 
“and he'll be so glad to be among men that 
he'll certainly stay the night. For two days 
he’s had the pipe-and-a-yarn look in his eyes 
that Valentine used to get after his leave at 
home. Once that comes a woman has to use 
a megaphone to be heard by and a search-light 
to be seen in. Lunch to-morrow? Bosh! 
With the captain and the mate and the en- 
gineer. the sun on the yacht and no telephone, 
he'll be missing for a week. I know that 
man! He’s only managed to stick me all 
this time because Malcolm has had things to 
do. I feel as though I had a hole between my 
eyes from his having gazed clean through 
my head. I shall thrill with all the ecstasy 
of a nun when some one kisses me. It’s been 
the oddest time that /’ve ever spent! These 
men of one woman . . . And now what, pray? 
A postponement and more work are all I can 
see. Shiedsteiner will have left his office 
and the two detectives will have to be headed 
off. That’s all. I shall have to hang about 
in a taxi until they turn up, take back the 
latch-key, tell them the performance wont 
be held owing to the unavoidable absence of 
the leading man and potter home to bed. 
liow I hate failure. I ought not to have let 
him out of my sight. A nice expensive bath, 
this, ye gods! . But I must eat, I know 
that. And I have a longing for caviar. The 
oldshen’s probably dining out and I’m doomed 
to go somewhere alone. Which means a te 
shop and paper napkins, alikewarm chop and 
the + furtive goo-zoos . of * clubless clerks. 
Filthy! I wonder if I could get hold ot Val 
and do it decently?” 

(Continued on page 100) 


Erté’s letter this month is unusually interesting. For 
| once he has ‘abandoned his beloved Monte Carlo to 
write about Paris. He dislikes Ida Rubenstein and the 
Swedish ballet, he adores the Russian ballet and the por- 
traits of certain old masters. But read it. On page 70. 
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HE FLORENTINE MERCHANT 
GUARANTEED HIS SILKS 
WITH HIS PERSONAL SAFETY 


WHEN Lorenzo the Magnificent ruled in Florence, 
noblewomen chose their gowns from silk displayed 
by command in their private apartments. 

The prosperity and even the personal security of trades- 
men depended upon the favor of these powerful 
patrons. The Florentine merchant may be said to have 
guaranteed with his life, the quality of his fabrics. 


Well dressed American women of today choose their 
silks in great shops far from the weaving looms. The 
personal responsibility of the medieval guildsman is 
replaced by the good faith of the modern manufac- 
turer, and the name “Belding’s” woven in the selvage 
of fine silks is a guarantee of quality as absolute as 
was the personal warrant of the Florentine. 

No quality manufacturer can supply every shop, but some 
shop near you is ready now to show you the Belding’s Silks 


designed for your gowns, linings, and lingerie — ask for 
““Belding’s” and be sure to find the name on the selvage. 


Belding Bros. & Company, 902 Broadway, New York City 


- Belding’s~ 


c Fabrics, Gmbroidery, Spool Silks 
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No sooner thought than acted upon. But 
no. Captain Beamish was out—was, as 
a matter of fact, on his way to meet Carol. 
Luck had turned its fickle back. Wait a 
minute. How about that widower, Mitchell 
Burrows, who had sent flowers several times 
and given her half a dozen mixtures of senti- 
mentality and friskiness on the telephone— 
McKenzie’s friend, sixty, with a face like 
that of an overfed Pomeranian, very rich? 
He would fall over himself to take her out 
to a téte-a-téte dinner, and as a_ second 
string . . . But no. Sooner a tea shop with 
the evening paper than those round watery 
eyes and the bronchial chuckle. He was a 
last resort. 

Elizabeth McKenzie’s cold shoulder on the 
way down-stairs and her telegraphic answer 
to the usual cheery greeting sent May on her 
way to Madison Avenue with the certain 
knowledge that her economical days and 
nights were drawing to an end. It never 
rained but it poured. By Jove, it began to be 
funny—so confoundedly funny, in fact, that 
May took a tiny smile in with her to the 
“Come Right Inn.” 


ND at this moment Malcolm handed 

Beatrix out of her car at the main en- 
trance of the Plaza Hotel. 

“Dear old boy,” she said, squeezing his 
hand and thus conferring upon him the Order 
of Merit. ‘‘And the program is . 

“Dine here, if you don’t mind. “When I 
said dinner in Bartlett’s rooms I forgot that 
there would be no servants there. Or we 
can go to any one of the numerous places 
within a stone’s throw, whichever you like.” 

Too late he felt that he might have laid in a 
delicatessen meal and picnicked among the 
nudes. He was a man whose epigrams came 
to him the morning after he had made his 
speech. 

**Here,”” she said, to his great relief, ‘‘be- 
cause there's a band, and I want to hear 
music to-night.’ And then she turned to the 
chauffeur, who was all eyes and ears. (Wiz- 
wiz-wiz in the kitchen, wiz-wiz-wiz in the 
garage. He would be full in the limelight 
in the morning.) “Put the car up until 
half past twelve and then bring it round to 
Mr. Franklin’s place. Don’t be late, please.” 

They went through the carpetless foyer— 
the tea-fight room—to the new long dining 
hall, which was sparsely filled with people 
whose business chained them to the town. 
The band was playing the wistful music of 
“Le Coq d'Or,” which lifted Malcolm to the 
place between earth and heaven where the 
living dead lean over to catch a sight of former 
loves and waft the messages that few can 
hear. They didn’t speak until the poignant 
melody had ceased 

“Ha!” said Beatrix. “I needed that.” 

“And I,” said Malcolm. 

He beckoned to the waiter who had re- 
spected their desire to listen, the flotsam, 
perhaps, of one of the broken countries of 
which America is full, and handed the menu 
hopelessly to his guest. He never knew what 
to order to eat, and hardly ever what he ate 
when it came. And there they sat, enduring 
the difficult process of killing time, for hours, 
until two by two the other diners had fil 
tered away and the band had gone to rest and 
think of everything but music. 


HEN, at last, they left, the waiter won- 

dering how soon they were going to be 
divorced; made their way across the street, 
entered the dirty white house whose days 
were probably numbered, and were taken up 
to Bartlett’s rooms with still an hour to kill. 
After Beatrix had looked at picture after pic- 
ture, ““No wonder your friend Bartlett's 
afraid of getting married,” she said, and chose 
the window-seat in the sitting- room. 

‘Will you have all the lights,” asked Mal- 
colm, “‘or the one here on the table?” He 
would have preferred them all, being nervous 
and depressed, but he remembered that 
Beatrix had moods about lights and waited 
for her orders. 

All out, old boy,” she said, and waved 
her hand towards the gleaming scene below. 

There might have been a carnival in the 
Park. Not hundreds but thousands of small 
round spots glistened between the leaves in a 
vast irregular pattern like that of stars. And 
in the wide fringe of mammoth houses un- 
countable windows lent their squares of 
yellow fire. It was fairyland. 

“What have you been thinking about all 
this time?” he asked, drawing up a chair. 

“‘ Marriage,”’ she said. 

“Oh.” And he accepted the fact, which 
was obvious from her tone, that she had dis- 
covered the germ of failure that goes from 
house to house. He would have accepted 
more wonderful things than that from her at 
any time. 

Yes. I used to think that marriage is a 
very easy thing, Mally, that plays itself. 
A game of sorts, like Halma, in which a man 
and woman, being in love enough to play 
together, move little pegs of temperament, one 


by one, against other little pegs. And some- 
times the man wins and sometimes the woman 
wins, but mostly the woman, because she 
has ‘the better head for games, and more 
finesse and can fake with far more cunning, 
But it isn’t, as all this business has shown. 
It’s not a mere adventure either, but a voca- 
tion, a calling by the will of God, in which 
two people are in partnership, holding each 
other’s happiness in equal trust. And if 
both don’t agree at once to work for the 
success of the firm and not for individual 
triumphs there is bankruptcy and dissolu- 
tion, even if there has been a dividend in the 
shape of a child. It’s mostly up to the woman 
of the firm to keep the names together be- 
cause nature has punished her with times of 
sheer insanity when she loses her hold and 
slips. And then she’s cruel and queer and 
not answerable and nearly always misunder- 
stood. But there are times when the man is 
hit by nature, too, to make things even up, 
and being just as unnormal, though he hasn't 
the least idea why, grows melancholy, gets 
frazzled and ought to be with men. The 
golden rule is patience and forbearance and a 
knowledge of when to be alone, a little rest 
from each other, a silence, frankly explained, 
and a joining up, with laughter. 

“Laughter, that’s the thing, Mally, and 
open windows and frequent spring cleans, 
and no barriers and mental hidings—every- 
thing out in the sun. And when a row is 
coming, or an argument, like a black cloud in 
the sky, something that’s going to brush the 
colors from the butterfly’s wing and leave 
however small a mark on happiness which is 
just as delicate, laughter, quick, as a means of 
escape, or flattery, which is just as good. 
And there must be the will to succeed, the 
daily prayer for unselfishness, the deep dow n, 
rooted understanding that marriage is the 
bestowal of God’s grace upon two people to 
put them in the way of salvation. . . . That's 
what I've been thinking out, Mally, and that’s 
why I wanted no lights.” 

“T see,” said Malcolm, who knew less about 
marriage than Bartlett and nothing at all 
about * Art.’ 


UT it was the light in Pelham’s bedroom, 

which our wee friend May caught sight 
of from the street, that gave Beatrix back her 
chance to renew her partnership. 

May had drifted into the Plaza Theater 
after her indecent meal, in the tragic process 
of killing time that keeps so many of these 
places open, watched the comic picture 
without a smile, seen the Mayor at play, 
the little giants of Genoa in their separate 
lairs, and marveled at the pompous inanity 
of a murdered tale. Then, at half past eleven, 
cursing the carelessness that allowed the 
Galatea to intervene, had walked into the 
Avenue, waited for the two men who had 
been in Shiedstein’s office until a quarter to 
twelve, and just as she was about to tell them 
that the trick was off ... “No, by Jove, it 
isn’t.” There was the light in Pelham’s bed- 
room window. “Mr. Franklin has come 
back! Keep the key, tell the elevator man, 
if he should ask you, that you are friends of 
mine—lI will prepare his mind to see you— 
and carry out the program exactly to the 
minute. 

What excuse was she to pull out when she 
presented herself at the door? It was late to 
make a call, even for one who had manufac- 
tured the semblance of a relationship that 
made anything possible. She left it to in- 
spiration, which had got her out of many a 
stagnant moment, darted across the street, 
into the building, up in the elevator to Pel- 
ham’s apartment, dabbed powder on her face, 
and put her finger on the bell. 

What to do, what to say, ‘what excuse to 
make? One, two, three, four, five—perhaps 
he had left the light burning and was not back 
after all—-six, seven, eight—what excuse to 
make, what to do, what to say—think, you 
idiot, think . . . nine, ten, eleven. .. . 

There was annoyance and irritation in the 
way the door swung back. Pelham, in his 
dressing — with his hair all tousled. 

“T’m—lI'm ill,” gasped May, with one hand 
on her heart and the other fluttering. 

He caught her as she tottered forward. 
“Good God,” he said. Her heart was 
thumping. 

“An accident 
My taxi—crashed. 
the matter until I... I 
Everything —went round. Like a beacon— 
the light in your window ... a friend to 
help. Oh, oh, Pel!’ She crumpled in his 
arms. It was a masterpiece of fainting. 


a? in front of this house. 
Nothing seemed to 
tried to walk. 


ICKING that little frightened thing up 

in his arms and shutting the door with his 
foot, Pelham marched her to his bedroom, 
didn’t know what the devil to do when he 
got her there, and laid her on the crumpled 
bed from which sleep had backed away. 
How white her face had gone, how hard her 
heart was thumping... . 

(Continued on page 102) 
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| You need not turn from your mirror with a sigh. That “de- 


* little droop under the chin—that crépiness of the skin— 
—are 


testable 
H those relaxed or drooping muscles that make you shudder 










: really only kindly warnings—promptings to defend yourself 
a anne shafte ik ! } 
H against the shafts of Time! | 
’ 
| My Sculptural Patting Process,* aided by my strengthening, restoring astringents | 
y will lift that droop, be it incipient or well detined—will cure that crépiness of | 
- ¢ + . ‘ . . . . . ° . | 
ih skin, lift the sagging muscles and give you again a girlish contour of throat, chin | 
| i and cheek. } 
4 Come in and let me help you—or write and I will tell you just what to do—just 
i what preparations you need and how to use them. 
: * Nocutting, no operation whatever in my Sculptural Patting Process CDerwth, roy, 
i 7 
my i) ° : - y | 
| To Correct the Droop under the Chin, Preparations Needed Now— 
a | and the Kelaved Musctes of the Face | 
im ¢ Dorothy Peat $. Russian For Summer's Tan—and freckles, and to 
: Stringent Cream, a " , "s 
Ty Tivhten the skis bleach the hands, use Dorothy Gray's 
; 4 * ‘y . od a Russian Bleach Cream, $2. For more stub- 
Zt P ay” . hy born discolorations, Dorothy Gray's Extra 
if | in J BNE 95.50. Bleach Ointment, $3. 
ie | For Enlarged Pores—use Dorothy Gray's 
7 | Pore Paste at night. Removes eruptions 
* and pimples, $1.00. Use Dorothy Gray's 
\ } Orange Flower Tonic instead of water for 
"i face, $.85 and $1.75. 
eS 
t For Over-sensitive and Dry Skins—to make 
; the surface smooth and velvety—(no tat- 
é 


= tening effect)—-use Dorothy Gray's Tissue 
Airst warnin 7 Cream, $1 and $1.75. 


that little d weap 


mus égo/ 


For Thin Faces—to fill out hollows, fatten 
and build up tissues —— Gray's Special 
Skin Food, $1 and $1. 


For Wrinkles about a Gray 
has an unusual paste for removing wrinkles 
about the eyes and strengthening tissues 
Firmly adhesive during sleep. It is Dorothy 
Gray's Pour La Patte d’Oie, $1.50 and $4. 

For Double Chin—use Dorothy Gray's 


Patter, it stimulates the tissues, promotes 


Lines under the eyes removed absorption and makes firm muscles, $2.50. 


Downward droop at corners 


ii m For Relaxed, Lifeless, Sallow Shriveled 
H of mouth corrected Ski use Dorothy Gray's Circulation Cint- 
f Sup under chia lifted ’ ment, $3.25 and $6. 

lagging muscles in cheek For Oily Skin and Shiny Nose—use Dorothy 


Gray's Russian Astringent, $3. 





strengthened 


By proper preparations am Powders—for every variety of skin. Im- 














: Moulding aercses ! palpable, clinging, deliciously scented. All 
H Y — shades, including the violet and green that 
H Paris wears at night. Moisture proof— 
: a healing, protective to the skin, $1.50 and $3. 
SPECIAL AGENTS for PREPARATIONS 
{ Now York, N y. Chicago, Il! Topeka. Kans. 
y Itrran & Ce Mandel Brothers Crosby Bros. 
Stern Bros Detroit, ch. Denver, Colo. 
4 Lord & Taylor G Schettler A Lewis & Son 
, if Boston, Mass Atlanta, Ga. San Francisco, Cal. 
a Elizabeth Ellsworth Chas. A. Smith Raphae! Weill & Co. 
1 Providence, a. 1. New Orleans, La. Los Angeles, 1. 
H The Shepa D. H, Holmes Co., Ltd. N. ¥. Cloak & Suit House 
Philadelphia, Pa Indianapolis, Ind. Fels Okla 
} ohn Wanamaker S. Avres & Co, Hunt’s Dept. Store 
Pitebureh, Pa. emt Ind. Lynchburg 
Bit Kaufman's Quality Shop Claiborne brug Cc 
Pi Baltimore, Md. Kansas City, M Sioux Falls, S. Dak 
7 O'Neill's nion Station Drue Ste Carpenter Hotel Pharmacy 
P Richmond, Va. Oklahoma City, Oklahoma San Antonio, Texas 
of Miller & Rhoads, Inc orabaugh Joske Brothers C< ompany 
Norfolk, Va. Davenport "dh Beaumont, as 
Smith & Welton usan Smith The Rosenthal Dry Goods Co. 
rT Mom his, Tenn Omaha, Neb Columbus, 
} awenstein & Pros The Lingerie Shop The More Las Martens Co, 
' i r order direct fram Dorothy Gray. Postpaid. 
y - y " + “*The Story of Dorothy Gray,” with complete list 
; SEND FOR BOOKLET, of preparations for Correcting Relaxed and Flabby 
; Muscles, Double Chin, Bleach Treatment. How to Correct an Oily Skin. A Dry Skin. 
4 4 é Biackheads and Enlarged Pores. 
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HARPER’S BAZAR 


ANOTHER SCANDAL 


Cosmo 


Hamilton’s Novel 


(Concluded from page 100) 


“Brandy,” she said. ‘Pel dear—brandy,’ 
which meant finding the key, opening the 
closet, ample time for her to picturesque her- 
self for those detectives. 

“All right.””. He was thankful to be able 
to do something. If it had been a horse or 
a dog hurt, how easy. But a woman... 

Off went her thin blue jacket as Malcolm, 
crouched on the fire-escape, helped Beatrix 
into the room. Off went the next article 
of clothing as Beatrix waved her hand to the 
man who never had felt less like a poet or 
more likea man. Off went the hat and down 
came the hair as Beatrix tiptoed across the 
dark room and fumbled for the door. Down 
went that baby head upon the dented pillow 
and up went the top sheet to her round white 
shoulders as Pelham dashed out of the 
sitting-room with a glass and a bottle and 

came face to face with Beatrix in the hall. 

What on earth—now Beatrix! Was every- 
body turning night into day? ? 

‘An accident to M: iy,” he said, too worried 
to ask any questions, or do more than wonder 
if this were a dream, a nightmare. And in 
he went to the sufferer with brandy as the two 
coarse-jowled men in bowlers opened the 
front door and followed in their stomachs. 

Mrs. Valentine Beamish in Mr. Pelham 
Franklin’s crumpled bed. Mrs. Valentine 
Beamish with gleaming shoulders and hair 
in the proper legal disarray. Mr. Pelham 
Franklin in a dressing-gown over pajamas, 
a bottle of brandy in hand. Rioting, if you 
please, and hitting the high spots. Oh 
heavens, in a land universally submissive to 
dry laws! Could the scene ever have been 
more perfectly arranged, more utterly con- 
prone more strictly legal? 


ND then—and then Beatrix, framed in 
the open door of the bedroom (good 
God, the gray-blue girl!), her dander up, her 
wits as well in hand as if they had been 
trained on the tan like a team of thorough- 
breds, seizing her chance with gusto, with a 
certain savage joy, as cool as a bright October 
day and as gracious as the chairwoman of a 
Civic Club receiving her gue sts at a lunc heon. 
“The doctors, of course,”’ she said. ‘*How 
splendid of you to have divined this accident. 
What a wonderful profession it is! But my 
husband and I—by the way, I’m Mrs. Pelham 
Franklin—are looking after our dear little 
friend, and as it’s really nothing serious— 
more fright than anything—yes, that’s the 
door, so kind of you to come. ... The 
latch-key? How  providential that you 
should have had a latch-key. What a won- 
derful profession it is! Oh, yes, there, on 
the table, in that little tray. Good-by, then. 
So kind of you to have come.” 

An_ ignominious — sc uttle. Two coarse- 
jowled men in bowlers, which it hadn't 
occurred to them to remove, following two 
disconcerted stomachs out of the apartment. 
The bang of the front door. 

“*How’s that?” asked Beatrix, facing round 
to our gasping wee friend May. 

There was a ripple of laughter as the 
top sheet was pitched back and two high 
heels made a simultaneous click on the floor. 
“Damned clever,” said May. ‘Your game, 
my dear. Congrats.” 

“What in God’s name is all this?”’ Pelham 
asked, bewildered, benumbed, with a glass 
in one hand and a bottle in the other, his feet 
in bedroom slippers, his hair disheveled, his 
eyes turning from the icy triumph on the 
face of Beatrix to the blasphemous amuse- 
ment on the water-color face of May. 

“You can tell the story in more appro- 
priate words than I,” said Beatrix, with an 
odd little bow. 

“That I doubt. I give you best in this. 
But-what puzzles me like the dickens is how 
you got on to the thing. Was I watched? 
Or perhaps you bribed the Jap. But it 
doesn’t matter. I thought I had been pretty 
brainy—that accident was a gorgeous inspira- 
tion. I take off my hat to you.” Asa matter 
of fact she was standing in front of the dress- 
ing-table, rolling her hair up, in order to 
put her hat on. 

“You're kindness itself,” said Beatrix. 
“Is there any higher praise than yours? But 
all that doesn’t answer Pelham’s question. 
I think he has the right to know, don’t you?” 

“Dear old Pel,” said May warmly and 
heartily. ‘“‘He really oughtn’t to be let out 
alone in this world.. The mistake you made 
there, Bee dear, I jumped at and in an- 
other second would have done the trick.” 

She made an eloquent gesture towards the 
shirt or blouse, or whatever it was, that lay 
on the floor, treating the whole affair as 
though it were a slight contretemps to the 
members of an unusually affectionate family. 

He picked it up and handed it over. 
“Trick?” he asked. “What trick?” 

She gave another ripple as who should say, 

‘These men who go after beasts—do they 
all know as little about women?” 

‘The legal trick,’ she said, shooting a 
smile at Beatrix that drew her into the inner 
ring of first-class brains, so very small and 


select. “‘A perfectly proper, well-recognized 
trick. An unhappy wife, with a hungry eye 
to the main chance, desires to become a co- 
respondent with the ultimate hope of being 
married again, and so arranges with her 
unconscious husband’s lawyer, employed by 
herself, to be caught in flagrante delicto— 
with the other unconscious husband. 
Need I say more? 

“And you, dear old thing, were the ulti- 
matum of the scheme, and it seemed to me, 
in putting two and two together—I gathered 
that you were also looking into the simple 
methods of divorce, although you were very 
stingy with your confidences—that we could 
help each other in the matter. I’m at your 
service still. But, of course, now that you've 
been rescued, which proves that Beatrix 
doesn’t intend to let you go, you will remain 
a martyr to the cause of marriage and I shall 
have to rearrange my plans. Well, it’s all 
in the day of a working-girl. It was well 
worth trying and I'd rather make a colossal 
failure than nothing at all.”’ She gave her 
jacket to Pelham, who helped her into it, 
eyes blazing and mouth in a tight line. 
“Your wee friend May.” Friend! Ye gods! 

Then a little powder, a touch or so of lip- 
stick, and a valedictory wind-up. 

“So long, Pel dear. I've bored you badly, 
but give me credit for playing horse. Do your 
best to see the humor of things. It saves a 
lot of trouble. Good-by, Beatrix. Weep a 
little and say you're sorry for whatever it 

was that drove Pel out.. He'll fall, old dear. 
He’s very much the man. And if you possibly 
can, both of you, stay married. It’s an ex- 
cellent institution as things go, if wangled 
right—that joily house of yours, too, and all 
the money in the world. I had almost for- 
gotten the baby.” She held out her hand to 
Beatrix, one sportsman to another. 

And Beatrix took it, with another odd little 
bow, and led her out into the hall. She 
wanted to give Pel the opportunity to get 
even with himself, dress and do his hair. 

And there she said, “‘Good-by. As it 
turns out I’m grateful to you for this. I do 
want to stay married. I did make a howling 
mistake. What are you going to do?” 

May shrugged her shoulders. “Oh, I 
have a dream,” she said, liking and admiring 
the gray-blue girl with her wide-apart eyes 
and straight look and young sweet body. 
Envying her, too, most deeply. Pel was an 
easy man to love. ‘But I shall have to pay 
for it with rather more than it’s worth. 
A face like an old Pomeranian’s versus 
fifteenth-century tables and an Abbey near 
the Sussex downs. At any rate, Val Beamish, 
who’s Elizabethan, will be thankful to play 
the game his way. So there it is. Good luck.” 


[EN minutes later, or less, Pelham found 

her standing in the middle of the sitting- 
room, facing the door. He had dressed and 
his hair was smooth. ‘So that’s why you 
came here,” he said. 

She nodded. She couldn't find her voice. 
Iiow she loved and had longed for this man, 
who knew nothing of women and oughtn’t 
to have been let out alone! He was worn and 
tired and had lost hissunburn. There was the 
most painful look of homesickness in his eyes. 

“It was done as only you could do it, but 
was it worth while doing at all? The per- 
sonal satisfaction of knocking May under the 
ropes amused you, of course. It would have 
been the same with me, the other way round, 
with Greenwood, so suggestive of spring. 
But it would have unknocked the whole 
mistake if you’d let it go through . . . and 
we've got to realize that it is a mistake. 
I'm too old. That's the trouble.” 

And still she couldn't speak. All the 
things that she had learned by heart and re- 
hearsed for days—the humble confession, the 
appeal for forgiveness, the outpouring of 
love—stopped in her throat. The girl in 
her, with its impudence and cruelty, anarchy 
and mischief and experiments, vague achings 
and strange tangents, had gone, like a fever. 
She was a poor little woman who had made a 
mistake, a howling mistake, and had paid for 
it, and whose gifts of cunning and sex appeal, 
new honesty and humbleness, were all choked 
by emotion and home ‘sickness stirred by the 
sight of this man... . “Ww eep a little. 
He'll fall, old dear.”’ No, no! 

And after a wondering, Oe look at 
this almost unrecognizable, inarticulate, no 
longer girl but swimming-eyed woman, 
whose outstretched fingers seemed to send 
forth agonies to touch, whose _ loveliness 
called him and shook him and made him for- 
get, poor devil, he cried out, “‘What do you 
want me to do, where do you want me to go? 
I’m damned if Iknow. Why don’t you ¢ellme? 

And at this flinging up of hands to be shot, 
this abject confession of male subjection and 
weakness which she could have used in 4 
triumphant renewal of her power to sway and 
possess, she rose to the best of herself, to the 
height of that moment—she went down on her 
knees at his feet, with her lips and her tears 
on his hand. (The End) 
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HARPER’S BAZAR 


‘*‘THE RED RAT’? 


Alfred Noyes’ Story 


(Continued from page 45) 


going to America—with an athletic team— 
very shortly after the date on which Calliope 
was returning. 

Roland had never met this kind of Ameri- 
can girl before and the encounter took him 
off his feet. She looked him straight in the 
eyes and talked of the most amazing things 
to him, things that were taboo among his 
English sisters; and yet it seemed as if she 
could walk through a fiery furnace like a 
scornful young goddess, unharmed, un- 
touched, by smoke or fire. She trod it all 
underfoot, and her eyes were as untroubled 
as mountain pools, full to their depths of the 
clear sky. 

He took her out in a punt on the river, 
on their last evening at Henley; and, a 
they glided between the Chinese lanterns of 


the house-boats, she talked like a pagan shep- , 


herdess in an idyl of some new American 
Theocritus of the ways of young men and 
maidens in the civilization of the New World. 
But under her talk—amusing enough to any 
one who had not Roland’s quickly acquired 
sense that it was of considerable importance 
to himself and his future life—there was a 
tone of youthful bitterness, suggesting that 
she was inwardly at war and did not really 
like the ‘‘movements” with which she had 
chosen to identify herself. 

He looked at her, puzzled. What did she 
mean? Why was she saying these things? 
The faintest flicker of a smile curved one cor- 
ner of her mouth. But it was the bow of 
Diana, not of Eros. There. was an air of 
dainty scorn, as of an amused immortal dis- 
cussing mortal foibles. It was long before 
he realized that she was simply talking as one 
undergraduate to another: and apparently 
she was a somewhat disillusioned under- 
graduate. 

‘“Nobody seems to care what happens - 
the new generation. Perhaps, after all, 
doesn’t very much matter what we think = 
do. We want to think for ourselves, of 
course; but when you are starting on a voy- 
age as a prentice, you don’t expect your 
seniors to smash the compass and throw all 
the charts overboard, and then congratulate 
you on your new liberty. 


HIS was a new Calliope, and cne that 

would have astonished Anna Robbins; 
for she was giving reasons that had hitherto 
been suppressed for her theory that ‘‘ nothing 
mattered.” 

Roland answered her, with the stumbling 
honesty of the young athlete, that he thought 
it mé ittered very much indeed. 

‘The men I know who think nothing mat- 
ters may one day want to give the best that 
is in them to some one that they care about; 
and if they have spoiled the best . . 

‘Ah, well, if they’re all in the same e boat, 
none of them will know what they've missed,” 
she said, a little bitterly. “It’s not the fault 
of the young generation. We've been robbed 
of almost everything we could believe in, 
by the older generation. Most of the faculty 
at Lakeville are like that. They want to be 
in ‘the movement’ and they’re frightened to 
death of being thought to be out of the move- 
ment. It’s the bored old men and women and 
the elderly critics in the newspapers who have 
been telling us, from our cradles, that we are 
in revolt. They sneer everything simple 
and natural and decent out of you. Of 
course we are in revolt now—against every- 
thing, against nature itself. What else can 
we be? These old men and women haven't 
left us a belief or a certainty in the world; 
and they are continually leering at us, and 
psychoanalyzing us, and giving us mad pic- 
tures to look at, and mad books to read; and 
sometimes, after a little preliminary free 
verse, trying to make free love tous. I've 
a trunkful of letters at the hotel from one 
of our professors. He introduced me to the 
‘radical’ poets (they’re in our college text- 
books now). 

“I think that what most of my set feel is 
that we might as well let things rip. There 
doesn’t seem to be anything real or true in 
this devilish contrivance that they call civ- 
ilization. 

“In my first year at college’’—she adopted 
the acidly bantering tone which she had, 
doubtless, acquired from the elderly “‘radi- 
cal,” a tone that jarred upon Roland horribly 

‘for my first two terms, I was very sweet 
and natural and _ pure-minded’’—Roland 
winced—‘‘and I didn’t want to discuss the 
stuff my elders were wallowing in. But 
that phase was soon over. My English pro- 
fessor made a report on my work, to the 
faculty, at the end of the year. I had to sit 
like a little sparrow on a rail in front of them 
all while he did it; and he ended up by saying 
with a sort of malignant snigger that I was a 
thoroughly respectable person and a great 
supporter of institutions. Now, could you 
stand that? I made up my mind that they 
should never snigger at me again. So I'm 
a rebel now, with the best of them. I sub- 
scribe to The Minute Hand, the thing that 
was suppressed by the police, you know, and 


I'm. all out for Bolshevist paintings, free 
architecture (which means turning houses 
upside down and putting the doors where the 
windows are now), and the smashing of all 
institutions. If colleges and high-class in- 
tellectual journals, like our Minute Hand and 
your Spectator, are among the institutions 
that get smashed, so much the better. Our 
chapel was burned down last winter, an] some 
of our students got pneumonia from dancing 
fox-trots round it in the snow—while the 
radical professors were getting their old gray 
locks singed trying to save the hymn-books.” 


HE: stopped paddling and looked at her. 
She was concealing something under this 
banter, concealing the sad little intellectual 
wounds that the faded and elderly cynics 
have inflicted upon her generation; and, 
though Roland did not understand it, there 
was something behind her light talk that 
hurt him, also. She looked more Egyptian 
than ever, a sphinx-like child, dark, beautiful, 
and a little sadder than any one of her age 
ought to look. 

With a stroke of his paddle he sent the 
punt drifting in among the sleeping lilies of 
a back-water. A moment later—without 
knowing quite how it happened—he was at her 
side, trying to explain that, even in modern 
times, there was such a thing as “love at 
first sight.” 

For a minute or two she let her hand rest 
in his own. Then, abruptly, she withdrew 
it, and looked at him with a sullen cloud in her 
eyes while she explained that, firstly, she had 
no illusions about love; and, secondly, that 
though she liked him well enough in some re- 
spects. she could never marry a man who was 
not at least as notoriously modern a figure 
in art or literature as the recently acquired 
husband of her very dearest friend, Sophie 
Pringle. 

Her cruelly pretty lips chose their phrases 
less directly; but their meaning was none the 
less obvious; she had been impressed by the 
halo worn (in advanced circles) by Sophie’s 
husband—the spectrist poet and well-known 
contributor to The Minute Hand — Jabez 
Podd; and just as she would follow the fashion 
in clothes, whether she really liked it or not, 
so this other modishness of a coterie had laid 
hold upon her. 

Roland tried hard to persuade her that 
his interest in music was at least an offset 
to his i ignorance of the other arts. 

“You have told me,” she said, “that you 
care for very little of the really modern work; 
and in my set the people of whom you are 
fondest are simply barred. Handel is to 
them almost as early Victorian as the Venus 
of Milo _ 

“But is the Venus of Milo—” 

“Certainly, in a spiritual sense; and you 
have a cast of her in your room at college. 
But I’ve heard you talk of Mendelssohn, 
too; and you have no idea how hopeless all 
that would be in my set. Good heavens! 
Have you never heard of the Green Negress?” 

“But, Calliope! I’m not going to let a pack 
of musicians stand in the way. Surely 





you . 
“Prove that you will justify me in the 
eyes of the new set; prove that I shall not 
run any risk of being sniggered at again as a 
respectable little supporter of institutions, 
with. a ‘middle-class mind.’ Prove that— 
oh, well,” her eyes softened a little, “why 
don’t you try to go one better than Jabez 
Podd, and write something really new and 
vital, something that would really put 
Sophie’s nose just a wee bit out of joint?” 

“T’ll have a shot, if that’s the condition. 
It oughtn’t to be so difficult, judging by the 
stuff you showed me in his last book. And 
if I succeed you’ll—” 

She answered him with a glance of her di ark 
eyes that made his head swim. The next 
moment he was trying to kiss her, and was 
at once called to order, with a sternness that 
startled him. But, as he admitted to himself 
afterwards, he had much to learn about the 
other sex; for, to his absolute bewilderment, 
when they were safely disembarked and stand- 
ing on the shadowy deck of the house-boat to 
say good-by, her face lifted to his own. Before 
he fully realized that her lips had touched his 
lips, she had gone. 


BOUT a fortnight later some humorous 

goblin arranged that Sir Douglas Gribble. 

the distinguished alienist—an old friend of 

Mr. Fittleworth, senior—should dine with the 

Fittleworths at their town house in Chester 
Square. 

After dinner, in the library, Sir Douglas 
picked up an odd-looking little book that 
appeared to be bound in vermilion and yellow 
cubes. It was Jabez Podd’s latest volume, 
entitled Windmills and Watercress. One of 
the fascinations of his style, it will be remem- 
bered, was in its curious juxtaposition of 
phrases that had no possible connection with 
one another. Roland had been studying 
it before dinner. He had tried vainly to 

(Continued on page 106) 
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( frex were off for their first week-end 
with his family. 


Never had she packed so carefully — there 
was simply everything in her suitcase, from an 
extra wrap toa package of courtplaster. For her 
husband had a complex about borrowing. He had 
made her promise solemnly never, never to do it. 


And during that week-end every stocking she 
had brought seemed possessed! First the gray 
ones got a run at the ankle, then a hole came in 
the tan ones just where it showed, and when 
she started to put on the beige pair again she 
found they had streaked in the washing. 


Finally she had to ask his sister for a pair. 
And her husband, who heard her, was angry. 
And they quarreled. 

All of which would have been avoided if only 
she had brought Corticelli Silk Stockings! 

For you know that you can trust Corticelli 
silk stockings; that with Corticelli no sudden 
little hole just above the heel of your dancing 
slipper will betray you before the evening is 
half danced through; no unexpected run will 
put you to shame before the eyes of the Ave- 
nue. A Corticelli silk stocking never gives you 
these disagreeable surprises, it wears until it is 
worn out. 

The secret is in the silk! All over the world 
Corticelli sewing silk was famous before the 


FINE 


makers even thought of making silk stockings. 


Today that same silk long known for its lustre, 
its smoothness and strength, is being made into 
silk stockings for fastidious women. 


Corticelli silk stockings are proof at every 
point; doubly sewn at the heels with the cele- 
brated Corticelli Twist, reinforced at toe and 
heel and garter-top; perfectly shaped to fit your 
slender ankles; knit in the same clear tone from 
toe to top, with never an ugly streak. The 
perfection of the silk and the unusual perfection 
of the knitting is a distinguishing feature of 
Corticelli silk stockings. 


There is every weight you want. Some 
favorite styles are: chiffon, No. 307 black, 308 
colors; sheer, No. 309 black, 310 colors; light 
weight, Nos. 314 and> 316 black, 315 and 317 
colors; medium weight, No. 320 black and 
324 colors, 

“The Correct Color in Hosiery for Every 
Shoe and Occasion,” our new style booklet, we 
will gladly send you on request. For your 
convenience there is a coupon below. The 
Corticelli Silk Company, 709 Nonotuck Street, 
Florence, Mass. 


Corticel li 


SILK H O 


Fine, medium weight 
stockings to match every 
costume, No. 320 black, 


324 colors. 
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The extra sheer chif- 
fon stocking for formal 
occasions, in black 
No. 307, in all desir- 
able colors No. 308. 


SITERY 





THE CORTICELLI SILK COMPANY, 709Nonotuck Street, Florence, Mass. 
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Ssranton, Lustre face 


A new form of beauty for your windows 


ROBABLY never before 

has there been so delight- 
fully decorative a lace for 
curtains as this new and strik- 
ingly original creation from 
Scranton looms. Scranton 
Lustre-Lace, so named be- 
cause of its brilliant sheen, is 
not excelled in radiance by 
any woven silk. Due to an 
exclusive Scranton process, it 
has a rich, shimmering tex- that are exceptionally artis- 
ture which is particularly its tic. Look for Lustre-Lace 
own. But thisisnot the only Curtains at your favorite 
charm of Lustre-Lace. It shop and consult the new 
shows an airy distinction of Scranton Counter Book. 
pattern and weave that See also the Scranton Super- 
marks it instantly, to Filet Curtains, Shadow 
the initiated eye, as the Laces, and Filet Nets. 
greatest achievement of They offer an almost 
master-weavers. limitless choice. 


SCRANTON 


LACE CURTAINS CURTAIN NETS BEDSPREADS 


Women whose taste is ex- 
pressed in home surround- 
ings, in the selection of things 
unusual, are joyously wel- 
coming the Scranton Lustre- 
Lace Curtain; not merely 
because it is fashionably new 
and different, but because in 
its delicate transparency, and 
soft, luxurious folds, it lends 
itself to window treatments 





CURTAIN SELECTION is made easy for you by 
this interesting booklet, “New Outlooks for Every 
Home.” Another valuable aid for the home decorator 
is the “Scranton Bedspreads” booklet. These illustrate 
new and authoritative treatments for every type of win- 
dow and bed. Fill out and mail coupon to-day, and if 
you have an unusual curtain problem, write our Service 

A about it. 





\ yanisi| 
THE SCRANTON LACE COMPANY 





Dept. 7-J, Scranton, Pa. 
Please send me, without cost, ‘“New Out- 
looks for Every Home,’’ ‘Scranton Bed- | 
spreads,”” and companion booklets. i] 
Name | 
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extract some glimmer of light upon the dis- 
tinctive aims of wh at some American critics 
called the “radical” writers, and the direc- 
tion, in particular, in which Calliope wished 
him to go. 

“Curious,” said Sir Douglas. “Very 
curious. I have just been reading some stuff 
very like this. In fact, I come across a great 
deal of it in my day’s work. But the odd 
thing is that I’ve a whole mass of it, in type- 
script, in my dispatch-case. It was done by 
one of my patients, during his twelve months 
in a private lunatic asylum. He spent one 
day a week dancing like a fury in a padded 
room; and the rest of the time he let off steam 
in writing what he called “poetry” and illus- 
trating it in the style of the very newest 
artists. It was a very interesting case. He 
improved a little during the last two months 
of his stay. His relations—much against 
my advice—want to try the experiment of 
humoring him at home now. His first achieve- 
ment was to get all the stuff he wrote at the 
asylum typed out, and to send me a copy for 
my opinion on its literary merits. He wants 
to get it published, and thinks a testimonial 
from me would help him. If you will hand 
me that dispatch-case, Roland, I'll show you 
something that will cure you of this sort of 
thing for ever and a day.” 





SiR DOUGLAS unlocked the brown leather 
case and took out a bulky mass of type- 
script. Then he opened the poems of Jabez 
Podd, and propped them up against a tobacco 
jar. 

“Close your eyes, please, Roland. I’m 
going to read you a poem—only eight lines. 
When I’ve finished you shall tell me whether 
it’s by your friend Podd or my friend, the 
lunatic. How far have you read in Windmills 
and Watercress?” 

“Only to page forty.” 

‘Good. If I choose anything from Podd it 
shall be from one of his later pages, so that 
your memory can’t aid you. The first poem 
is entitled The Cow, and it runs thus: 


‘*Cow in the black grass, 

Why does your white tail 

Creak like a clock-work toy? 

Cow, I am afraid 

You are a supporter of institutions.’ 

She only looked at me, like an angry moon, 
And mooed, ‘ You blackguard, 

How dare you speak to me without an intro- 

duction?’ 


‘‘Now, then, Roland, author, please.” 

“Oh, that’s an easy one! Podd, of course. 
It’s absolutely the style of his later satirical 
work.” 

“Wrong! It’s my lunatic. Try again. 
The next poem is entitled Mud, and it runs 
thus: 

“Mud creeps 

and crawls. 

Blood crawls, 
And creeps; 

And mud’s mud, 

And blood’s blood. 

Only, at times, they stand up and 
make a speech, 

And are mistaken for barn-door 
fowls, 

Or politicians, Ms 

Listen! Thai's a cuckoo!’ 


“Oh, obviously, that’s your lunatic!” 
‘‘Wrong again, my boy; that’s Podd! And 
it has a whole page of hand-made paper to 
itself, with beautiful wide margins—see! Try 
just once more. The next one is called Divorce, 
and it consists of four lines: 


‘She told John Farthingale 
That marriages were made in heaven, 
So he twisted one of her stockings round her 


neck 
And hung her to the hat-rack.” 


‘Surely that’s a Podd—a Podd in what 
Calliope calls ‘his later manner.’ It’s so 
terse and—er—so compact, don’t you think?” 

“No. Incidentally, I’ve dealt with this— 
er—lyric in a little monograph I’m writing. 
This lyric, Roland, was composed an hour or 
so two before my lunatic made a dangerous 
attack on his butler and tried to throttle 
him with a bell-rope. I won't read you any 
more. I think you'll agree that I’ve proved 
my case. A lot of this sort of thing is being 
done to-day, used in school anthologies, and 
exhibited at picture-galleries. It all comes 
from the same breakdown (it’s a breakdown, 
not a revolt) of our weaker members against 
a civilization that is too big for them; and 
it can be studied, with all the other Bol- 
shevisms, in almost any of our lunatic asy- 
lums. It’s all a-rhythmic, corresponding 
exactly to certain physical conditions with 
which we alienists are perfectly familiar. 
Occasionally, a few misguided sane people, 
I suppose, waste time by producing it and 
simply abandoning their minds to it. But 
they run the risk of mental deterioration.” 


By a chance that was fraught with ex- 
traordinary consequences for Roland, Sir 
Douglas laid the manuscript down on a table 
near him, and forgot all about it when he 
said good-night. Roland discovered it a 
quarter of an hour later when he was alone in 
the library, and he turned over the pages with 
a queer excitement. It was entitled The Red 
Rat and Other Poems; and it was so unmis- 
takably akin to the products of what Calliope 
half-mockingly but half-seriously called the 
“vital vanguard” that he wanted to show 
it to her. He might even convert her with 


it. 

It would have to be returned to Sir Douglas 
very soon, of course, but he thought it so 
powerful an antidote to the noxious stuff with 
which Calliope had been dosed that he = 
termined to take it round to her hotel ¢ 
once, in a taxi, and leave it there with a coe 
asking her to read it as soon as possible, and 
telling her that he would call for it on the 
following day. 

Unfortunately, his hurried note was written 
on two half-sheets, and when Calliope opened 
the parcel in bed the next morning, she 
noticed only the second of these. It contained 
only these sentences: 

“If you find the poems which I now send 
you equal to the work of Podd, or any other 
of his school, you will, I feel sure, look at the 
matter in a new light and give me—before 
you sail—a little more hope.” 

When he called at the hotel the next day 
at noon, he was startled to hear that Mrs. 
Robbins and Calliope had left that morning 
for Paris. By the last post that evening he 
received a note from Calliope, written just 
before she left the hotel—a note that horrified 
him. Of course, she must have read the 
manuscript very hurriedly, or she would never 
have made so appalling a mistake. This was 
how it ran: 


“Dear Roland: 

I could eat no breakfast this morning, I 
was so enthralled by your wonderful Red 
Rat. It’s pure genius. It achieves per- 
fectly what Podd and all the most advanced 
people of the new school have been only 
trying to do. It will create a tremendous 
stir in America. And to think that you 
have done this for me/ 

I’m so sorry not to see you before we sail. 
We are going to do a little shopping in 
Paris and shall join the boat at Cherbourg. 
I shall take the greatest care of your book 
and will return it to you when you arrive 
in America. It’s a very short time now, 
isn’t it, before you will be sailing, and I 
have a little plan about it which I think 
will please you. 

I feel terribly humiliated to think how I 
chattered to an artist who is as much 
greater than Podd as Podd is greater than 
Longfellow. 

Yours, if you don’t utterly “— me, 

Calliope.” 


He must disillusion her at once, he 
thought, and also get the book returned 
immediately. Sir Douglas would be furious 
if it went to America. A telegram must go 
to Calliope in the morning. It was too late 
to-night. 

But it is easier to shoot a swallow on the 
wing than to hit the exact address of any 
American in Europe. 

From the London hotel Roland obtained 
the address of an American bank in Paris, 
and telegraphed to it. He also wrote, as a 
measure of precaution, to the ship by which 
Calliope was to sail. Fortunately, Sir 
Douglas had been called away to a consulta- 
tion in Scotland, so that he would probably 
not miss the book for a week or two. 

Four days went by and no answer came. 
On the fifth day Roland received a brief note 
on the paper of the White Star Line, which 
showed him that his messages had gone astray. 
Calliope had changed her boat, and was sailing 
a fortnight earlier than she had intended. 
Also she declared that she was “thrilled to the 
spinal cord to think what she was taking over 
to the few, the happy few, the little band of 
brothers and sisters in America. Not that it 
will be confined to these. It’s the great book 
of democratic lyricism that we’ve all been 
waiting for; the incarnate spirit of revolt 
against—oh, against everything that has 
long,” hampering and hindering us for so 
ong 

‘And when you come to think of it,’’ said 
Roland to himself, “‘there’s really some truth 
in her last remark, though i in a different sense 
from what she intended.” 


H®« did not criticize Calliope; for, as Sir 
Douglas had remarked, “It is a cata- 
leptic world,” and the young and the sane 
are often hypnotized into their opinions by the 
suggestions of those around them. Jabez 
Podd had been taken seriously by the press 
of two continents; and, by the most conscien- 
tious exercise of his own intelligence, Roland 
(Continued on page 108) 
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was unable to see any real difference in 
quality between his work and that from the 
lunatic asylum, except that Podd was, if 
anything, a little more meaningless. Yet, as 
he knew, Professor Poult had devoted a chap- 


ter to him in his /ntroduction to the Study of 


Poetry and explained that, as Podd was 
“newer,” he was necessarily an advance on 
7 previous literature. 

Poor little Calliope! How could she stand 
up against this cataleptic mass of silliness? 
There was something almost pathetic about 
her gropings in that intellectual fog, a hu- 
morous pathos, as of a new Alice in Wonder- 
land when the baby turns into a pig. But 
Roland could not help feeling a secret pleasure 
in the thought that the shock of this last mis- 
take—when she knew the _ truth—might 
break the spell of her “vital vanguard” once 
and for all. He would have to do it gently 
or she might be hurt. She might think that 
he had deliberately fooled her. So he would 
not write. He would be seeing her in six 
weeks or so: and, in the meantime, he must 
pacify Sir Douglas as well as he could. 


IR DOUGLAS took the accident very 

well; but, two days before Roland sailed, 
the great specialist wrote to him a somewhat 
disturbing letter: 


“Dear Roland: 

The author of the Mss. has suddenly 
become so anxious to get his property back 
that I’m afraid he may have a relapse if 
his mind is not relieved about it. I have 
had to explain the difficulty to his relatives, 
and—rather foolishly, I think—they tried to 
pacify him by telling him that The Red Rat 
was being submitted toan American editor. 
He immediately jumped to the conclusion 
that somebody over there would try to rob 
him of his laurels; and (although of course he 
oughtn’t to be out at all) he has insisted on 
going down to the American Express Com- 
pany’s office every day and looking through 
all the literary columns of the American 
newspapers. They tell me he thinks he has 
just discovered one of his own poems in 
print there, accompanied by a note to the 
effect that the ‘dynamically modern and 
utterly new’ young author of The Red Rat, 
Mr. Roland Fittleworth, is expected to arrive 
very shortly in America, and will be enter- 
tained by the Vanguard Club of Lakeville 
College, Connecticut. 

I'm afraid your young friend has been 
playing a joke on you; but it may have 
troublesome consequences. My ex-patient 
is now insisting that he must be taken over 
to America to claim what he calls his just 
dues; by which, I take it, he means not 
only his manuscript, but the glory which 
he thinks is being stolen from him.  For- 
tunately, his relatives are wealthy and able 
to humor him. They’ve got a good man to 
look after him. The voyage will do him 
no harm; but my advice to you is to get 
in touch with his keeper-companion as soon 
as they arrive and restore his book. I 
suggested that we should cable for it to be 
returned here; but my lunatic—his name, 
oddly enough, is Pease, Montague Pease— 
has tasted the humbug of the ‘literary’ 
press, and wants a little more. Nothing 
will stop him now, short of sending him 
back to the asylum. 

Yours always sincerely, 
Douglas Gribble.” 


URING his voyage across the Atlantic, 

Roland often wondered what Calliope 
meant by saying that she had a plan with 
regard to The Red Rat which she thought would 
please him. The Gigantic had no sooner 
swung to rest off the Liberty Statue than he 
began to be enlightened. A gang of news- 
paper reporters—excited by various para- 
graphs and extracts from the book which had 
lately appeared in their columns—crowded 
aboard, looking uncommonly like a gang of 
plain-clothes policemen in search of a crimi- 
nal. Unfortunately, the best papers had not 
sent their representatives down; and Roland 
suddenly found himself in the midst of a 
strangely sardonic group of men who all 
seemed to be trying to trap him into saying 
something that he ought not to say. 

He had had no experience of this kind of 
thing, and did not even faintly realize what it 
would feel like to see his own remarks staring 
at him in cold print the next morning. Once 
or twice, in answer to questions about various 


famous writers, he volunteered his frank 
private opinion that Mr. X was “an awful 
ass’ and Mr. Y “a little tick.” He sup- 


posed, a little uneasily, that it was his British 
slang that made two of the reporters nudge 
each other so gaily and the pencils move so 
merrily over the paper. 
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“What do you think about Oireland, Mr, 
Fittleworth?”’ asked a ferocious little man. 

“‘T wish Ireland was at the bottom of the 
sea,” said Roland, and immediately there was 
a sound as of innumerable mice industriously 
nibbling all round him—the scratching of the 
fountain-pens in a dozen note-books. 

He had been wondering how he should 
evade any question about his “works”— 
for he did not want to let Calliope down until 
he had seen her; but, to his relief, the re- 
porters seemed to prefer his views on ques- 
tions of quite a different kind. It was not 
till the note-books and their owners had dis- 
appeared that Roland felt a strange sinking 
of the stomach, such as he had never felt 
after his conversational efforts at home. 


UT he had little time to think. His boat 

had been delayed two days. Calliope 
met him on the dock with a distinguished- 
looking gentleman whom she introduced as 
his publisher, Mr. Jennings. Before he had 
time to protest—indeed, his cross-examina- 
tion by the reporters, the search for his keys 
while the customs officials were clamoring to 
examine his baggage, the adorable expression 
in the eyes of Calliope, and the piquancy of 
the little hat she was wearing, made it im- 
possible to collect his thoughts—it was ex- 
plained to him that his first engagement was 
fixed for that very evening at the Lakeville 
Alumnz Club in New York. He was to be 
the chief guest at a reception there, and was to 
read some of his poems, including The Cow, 
by special request. If he had been able to 
talk to Calliope alone, he might have extri- 
cated himself from the tangle; but he was des- 
perately anxious not to hurt her feelings by 
letting her appear in a ridiculous light, and 
he got deeper and deeper into the mess with 
every minute that went by. The publishers 
had the book all printed, he gathered, and 
anticipated a splendid sale. Their advance 
work had placed him among the first poets of 
the age. His forehead grew cold and damp 
as he listened. What on earth was he to do? 
It looked as if large sums of money might 
be involved! At last, in a kind of dazed 
dream at his hotel, he found himself saying 
good-by to “this publisher.’ He turned des- 
perately to Calliope and tried to explain what 
had happened. 

She looked startled at first, but she re- 
covered her composure quickly. 

“It doesn’t matter what happens after 
to-night,” she said. ‘But we've got to make 
the Vanguard Club swallow it, too. They've 
already gone into raptures over some of the 
separate poems as they appeared in The 
Minute Hand. After all, why shouldn't we 
destroy the Vanguard Club just as much as 
any other institution? I knew it was all 
nonsense, of course, but it was the latest 
craze. so I went in for it. But now’’—her 
fac e lightened suddenly, shone with delight— 

‘don’t you see, this is the very best thing that 
ever happened. We shall score off them all. 
They'll never be able to snigger at any one 
again! Roland. you angel! If you can keep 
it up for one more evening—make them 
take it seri 1l—” 

“You'll marry me?” 

“We shall be engaged from the moment 
when they pass the solemn vote of thanks to 
you. Don’t be late, will you? I'll bring 
The Red Rat with me to the Club!” 

But it was not until he was_ half-way 
through dressing for his ordeal that he 
realized what an exciting evening it was 
likely to be. He was just tying his white 
tie when the telephone bell rang and the 
hotel operator informed him that a gentle- 
man wanted to see him on important business 
and was waiting below for him, in the lobby. 
The gentleman's name was Montague Pease. 





OLAND had hardly expected to be hunted 

down so soon, and he was determined to 
carry out his agreement with Calliope. It 
would be dreadful to be balked at the last 
moment. He hurried down to the lobby and 
picked out his man at once—a huge round- 
shouldered, red-bearded brute, lurching up 
and down like a caged animal, and attracting 
considerable attention by his ferocious ex- 
pression and the way in which he gnawed 
his finger-nails. 

““Mr. Pease?” said Roland, tentatively. 

“ Ah, at last,” said that individual. ‘“‘ What’s 
all this I’ve been seeing in the papers about 
a reading from my works to-night at the 
Lakeville Club? ‘The talented young author, 
Mr. Roland Fittleworth’—grrr. I'll have 
your liver out, if you aren’t careful. The 
Red Rai, that’s the name of my book, isn’t 
it?” He thrust an evening newspaper under 
Roland’s nose. 

“Of course, of course,” said 
(Continued on page 110) 
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not this hairpin! 


Yet it’s easy to put in and to remove! 


At last here is a hairpin which stays put 
—a hairpin you can’t lose. 


It holds your hair firmly in place until 
you yourself take it out. It won't slip, 
or work loose or fall. Neither will it catch 
or snarl your hair, get tangled up or tear 
your hair net. There is nothing to catch 
or snarl or tangle. 


Ride, drive, motor—swim!—be out in 
the strongest wind. And yet retain the 
hair neatness of a moment after dressing. 


It crinkles two ways—that’s why 


The secret? Look at the illustration and 
you'll see. Notice how this hairpin crinkles 
in and out on one side and up and down 
ontheother. It’s this double-crinkle which 
does the work. 


It is made under patented process. There 
is only one—so you must ask for it by 
name—the “Scolding Locks Hairpin.” It 
comes in all sizes, from the little invisible 
up. Packed as you want them, separate 
or assorted. Two colors, black and bronze. 


Other features are double enameling 
which doesn’t turn brassy or crack, and 
smooth rounded points. 


Send for test package 


We offer a trial package free to prove 
that the Scolding Locks Hairpin will de- 
light you. Just fill out the coupon with 
your name and address and mail it. We 
will immediately send a gift package of 
assorted sizes to introduce you to the 
only hairpin you will ever again use. 


Clip the coupon now before you forget. 
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That Rich Reward 


Came to millions in this way 


Film on teeth forms a dingy coat. 
One rich reward from its removal 
comes in prettier teeth. 

Millions of people have seen that 
change. It has been a revelation. 
Now they always brush teeth in this 
new way. 

So will you, when you once accept 
this ten-day test and see the results 
in your mirror. 


Film is uncleanly 
That viscous film you feel on teeth 
is something to be fought. Other- 
wise it clings to teeth, enters crevices 
and stays. 
Food stains, etc., discolor it, then 
it forms dingy 


Able authorities proved these 
methods by many careful tests. 
Then a new-type tooth paste was 
created, based on modern research. 
These two great film combatants 
were embodied in it. 

That tooth paste is called Pep- 
sodent. Now careful people cf 
some 50 nations employ it, largely 
by dental advice. 


Meets other needs 
Pepsodent does other things 
which research proved essential. It 
multiplies the alkalinity of the sali- 
va. That is there to neutralize mouth 
acids, the cause of tooth decay. 
It multiplies the 
starch digestant in 





coats. Tartar is 
based on film. 
Those cloudy 
coats hide the lus- 


Film also holds 





Avoid Harmful Grit 


Pepsodent curdles the film and 
removes it without harmful 
h scouring. Its polishing agent is 

7 far softer than 
ter of the teeth. use a film combatant which con- 
tains harsh grit. 


enamel. Never 


the saliva. That 
is there to digest 
starch deposits 
which may other- 
wise ferment and 
form acids. Thus 








food substance 
which ferments 
and forms acid. It holds the acid 
in contact with the teeth to cause 
decay. As a result, tooth troubles 
became almost universal. 

Germs breed by millicns in film. 
They, with tartar, are the chief 
cause of pyorrhea. And that be- 
came alarmingly common. So 
dentists everywhere saw the need 
for a new teeth-cleaning method. 


Two ways discovered 

Dental science, after long re- 
search, found two ways to fight 
film. One acts to curdle film, one 
to remove it, and without any harm- 
ful sccuring. 





10-Day Tube Free'” 


THE PEPSODENT COMPANY, 
Dept. 205, 1104 S Wabash Ave., Chicago, Ill. 


Mail 10-Dey Tube of Pepsodent to 





Only one tube to a family 








Pepsodent gives 
manifold power to these great nat- 
ural tooth-protecting agents. 


Quick, easy proof 


It is easy and quick tc prove what 
Pepsodent does. A short test is 
very convincing. It will amaz: and 
delight you. 


Send the coupon for a i0-Day 
Tube. Note how clean the teeth 
feel after using. Mark the absence 
of the viscous film. See how teeth 
whiten as the film coats disappear. 
Watch the other good effects. 


Compare the results with old 
methods, then decide what is best 
for you and yours. Cut cut. the 
coupon now. 


Pepnsaodent 


REGUS 








The New-Day Dentifrice 


A scientific film combatant, which 
whitens, cleans and protects the 
teeth without the use of harmful 
grit. Now advised by leading den- 
tists the world over. 
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ingratiatingly. ‘‘There has been a very silly 
mistake for whic h—er—the publishers to 
whom the book was submitted are respon- 
— I am just as angry about it as you can 
ye 

A wild plan flashed into his mind for getting 
Mr. Pease out of the way till the reading was 
over. 

‘Look here,”’ he said, ‘I wish you would go 
at once to the publisher’s private house. He 
lives at the other end of New York, but it 
won't take you very long by taxicab. It’s 
the publisher who is insisting that I am the 
author. Do go along to him at once and 
tell him that this thing must stop!” 

“Ves. That’s a good idea,” said Mr. 
Pease. “I'll take a rope with me, too. I 
suppose there are plenty of hat-racks in his 
house.” 

“Oh, any number, I should think,” said 
Roland nonchalantly. ‘‘He’s rather a dressy 
fellow. I should start at once, if I were you. 
The porter who brought my baggage in could 
lend youa rope.” 

“But what about this reading to-night? 
said Mr. Pease suspiciously. 

‘*We must stop it, of course,” said Roland, 
“but you must go and get the publisher first. 
You'll have plenty of time to bring him to the 

meeting. You see, it’s the publisher who 
puts the names on the books, isn’t it, and 
sends all these things out to the papers? 
Mr. Jennings, the publisher of The Red Rat, 
told me this morning that he had sent out 
thousands of leaflets about the book attrib- 
uting it to me. Why, he told me himself 
that his advance work here had placed me 
among the leading poets of the day; a place, 
Mr. Pease, that rightfully belongs to you.” 

“Tl smash his face in with the jagged end of 
a broken whisky bottle,”’ snarled Mr. Pease. 

**No, don’t do that,” said Roland, whose 
plan was developing rapidly. “If you do 
that you'll destroy your only possible source 
of royalties. You must persuade him, gently, 
to come to the meeting, and help us to set 
things right. Here is his card. The porter 
will get you a taxi. 


N R. PEASE lurched heavily and furiously 
4 towards the swing-doors, and, as soon as 
he was safely out of the way, Roland went to 
the telephone booth and called up Mr. Jen- 
nings. His conversation with that gentleman 
was an extremely curious one. His warning 
that the real author of The Red Rat was on 
his way to see Mr. Jennings, and his advice 
as to the best way of dealing with the said 
author and getting in touch at once with 
his keeper-companion, caused a considerable 
flutter in the publisher’s household, an attack 
of palpitations on the part of Mrs. Jennings, 
and incipient hysterics on the part of the maid 
who was destined to receive the visitor. 

Then Roland dashed out, hailed a taxicab, 
and drove as quickly as possible to the Lake- 
ville Club. He would have a clear three- 
quarters of an hour, he thought, to secure his 
own effect, before the arrival of the avenging 
Mr. Pease, if the plan for his detention failed. 

Calliope met Roland in the little room be- 
hind the platform, and gave him his first 
printed copy of The Red Rat, a startlingly 
bound volume in green and red, with his 
own name prominently displayed on the 


“They particularly want you to read 
Creeps the Worm, - whispered. “It’s 
the last in the book. I should end with it. 

Then she left him to the chairman, a fat, 
pimply-faced young man with damp hands, 
who escorted him through a door directly 
on to the platform. He was greeted with 
rapturous applause by an assembly of at least 
one hundred people. To Roland they looked 
like a thousand. The chairman made a few 
introductory remarks that would have 
warmed the heart of Shakespeare himself, 
and then called upon Roland to give his 
eagerly awaited reading. 

He began with the poem entitled The Cow, 
and explained that, while it was “modern of 
the moderns,”’ it was an attempt to recapture 
the child’s simplicity of vision, in the manner 
of the Post-Impressionists. He read it very 
solemnly, and it was received with acclama- 
tion. 

But the success of the evening was a 
tragic lyric entitled Creeps the Worm. Roland 
explained that those three words had been the 
nucleus of the work and constituted its 
metrical climax. There was an awful hush 
as he read: 


“*Creeps—creeps—the worm! 
Through the yellow skull 
Whose teeth are filled with gold, 
Creeps, creeps the worm. 
In at the left eye, out at the right eye. 
But the sojt white brains are gone. 
So, scored off and extremely irritable, 
Creeps (ugh!) creeps (ugh!) creeps the worm!” 


“T want to thank you for that perfectly 
thrilling poem, Creeps the Worm,” said the 
rosy lips of at least twenty adorably youthful 


maidens, one after another, as they shook his 
hand at the informal reception that followed 
the reading. 

“Stick to it, my boy,” said a cadaverous- 
looking clergyman. ‘I’ve been try ing to get 
just that note of Creeps the Worm into my 
sermons for half a century. That's the stuff 
to giv e them.” 

‘I am an elocutionist,’’ remarked a buxom 
young woman with a resonant voice, shoulders 
that emerged from her evening gown like 
ice-cream from an emerald goblet, and a 
crown of red hair that seemed to be doing its 
best to melt it. “‘I want to tell you that the 
tremolo effect which you got into Creeps the 
Worm is perfectly wonderful. Why, it just 

made me cold all down my spine. I wish 
you would allow me to deliver that poem at 
my next public recital.” 

“With pleasure,” said Roland. 

‘Then will you just explain one thing to 
me?” said the elocutionist. ‘One likes to get 
all the details perfectly right, you know. 
Would you please tell me whether there 
should be a comma after ‘Creeps’? Is 
Creeps’ the name of the worm? Like 
Cripps, the Carrier, you know?” 

‘No,” said Roland, rather indignantly. 
“Tt’s a verb.” 


E SAW arubicund and massive lady mov- 

ing across the room towards him, with 
the air of being about to say something very 
important. 

“Mr. Fittleworth,”’ she said in a deep bass 
voice, as she grasped his hand and looked into 
his startled eyes, ‘I want to tell you that I 
have sat on Dean Stanley’s knee.’ 

Before Roland had gr: usped that this was a 
recollection of early childhood and that she 
meant to suggest that his reading was the 
second historical event in her life, there was 
a commotion at the door. 

Mr. Jennings, the publisher, looking very 
pale, advanced through the crowd, followed 
by a short, thick-set man, who carried a 
cracked bowler hat in his hand, wore his tie 
under his ear, and looked extremely serious. 
They mounted the platform together, and the 
extraordinary expression on Mr. Jennings’s 
face silenced the room and drew all eyes to 
him before he had spoken a word. His coat 
looked as if he had been rubbing himself 
against a whitewashed wall, and on his right 
cheek there was a long scratch, still bleeding, 
which he mopped from time to time with his 
handkerchief. 

“T am gle 1d to see that I am in time,”’ lic 
remarked in a hollow voice. ‘A very painful 
thing has happened, and I thought it best to 
come here at once and warn you that the real 
author of The Red Rat has escaped.” 

“Ese aped!’ * the audience whispered one to 
another. “‘ What does he mean?” And at this 
the man with the bowler hat took up the 
explanation. 

‘The truth of the matter is,” he said, 

“that Mr. Pease ‘as ’ad a relapse. and I 
arrived too late at Mr. Jennings’s ’ ouse to 

catch ‘im. ’E’s on ’is way ere now, and from 

what Mr. Jennings tells me, ’e’s likely to be 
dangerous. “E was in my charge, and, of 
course, we all thought ‘e was going along 
nicely. But these things you’ve been reading 
‘ere to-night were what ’e wrote when ’e was 
an inmate of Dukeswood, and I suppose 
‘aving them brought up like this ’as set ‘im 
off again. My advice to you all is to get 
away ‘ome before ’e arrives, or I may ’ave 
a lot of trouble with ’im.” 


HE hundred mouths of the audience 

gasped like one; and some of the women 
began hastily to pull their cloaks round them 
and make for the exit. But they were too 
late. Before the first of them reached it, 
the door was flung open with a crash and the 
infuriated author of The Red Rat stood in the 
opening, armed with a large pair of garden- 
shears, which Mr. Jennings had purchased ear- 
lier in the day, for use at his country home. 

So,” he snarled, “I’ve caught you.. You've 
been listening all the evening to an impostor, 
and now you shall sit there and listen to me. 
The first person who tries to get through 
this door I'll cut his nose off. Sit down, will 
you?” And he snapped his shears so fero- 
ciously that the audience obeyed him as if 
they were doing military drill. 

“Listen to me! This is a poem I composed 
on my way here. It’s called Snip! Lend 
me that fur for a moment, please!” 

He snatched a fur of many heads and tails 
from the shoulders of Miss Pringle, who was 
seated nearest to him, and held it up as @ 
huntsman holds the brush over the gaping 
hounds. Then he began to recite: 


“ Snip—snip—snip! 
She gave him love and cold mutton, 
And potatoes and purity, 
And cool water.’ 


Here he savagely snipped off one of the tails 
of Miss Pringle’s fur. She gave a sharp 
(Concluded on page 112) 
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Quelques Fleurs— 
the commingled fra- 
grance of many flowers. 









Mon Boudoir— Le Temps des Lilas— 


French sophistication the embodiment of 
presented in an essence. Spring in a perfume. 
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Piri ars there is no one thing so 
expressive of a woman's instinctive 
taste as her choice of perfumes. It is 
significant that HOUBIGANT perfumes 
have been preferred always by those 
women of long descent who represented, 
in their tastes and habits, centuries 
of fastidious living. This is quite as 
true to-day as in the years gone by. 
For, the skill of HOUBIGANT has not 
lessened. Each generation, since the 
founding of this great French House, 
has but brought a finer creative talent 
to the making of perfumes; and 
HOUBIGANT extraits are still incom- 
parable. All the famous HOUBIGANT 
perfumes and other toiletries are now 
available in America. 
At smart shops everywhere, 
you can obtain, if you wish: 


Le Parfum Idéal Quelques Violettes 
Quelques Fleurs La Rose France 
Mon Boudoir Premier Mai 

Un Peu d’Ambre Parfum Inconnu 
Le Temps des Lilas D’Argeville 
Violette Houbigant Jasmin Floral 
Coeur de Jeannette Mes Delices 


HOUBIGANT CU#e 


New York, 16 WEsT 49TH ST. MontTREAL, 46 ST. ALEXANDER ST. 


HOUBIGANT 


Extraits, Eaux de Toilette, 


ants 


Foudres, Poudres a Saehet, Poudres de Tale, Foudres Compaetes, Rouges, 
Savons, Sels pourle Bain, Brillantines 
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| Coats which are costumes 
in themselves 


NE does not choose a coat today merely because it’s 
a “nice coat” or “‘warm and snuggly.” It must 
be of fine fabric, flawless tailoring and lasting smartness. 


This season, Fashion has devoted herself to coats as 
never before. Lines are as sophisticated as those of 
one’s Frenchiest gown—long and slender to the point 
of the wraith-like! And Wooltex Tailormades and 
Knockabouts show the newest models in lovely fabrics 

-Lustrosa, Excello, Fashona, Bonivoine, Chinchilla 
and Polaire area few. The furs include beaver, squirrel 
(viatka dyed, lynx, Eastern fox, fox kit-dyed and 
others of modish luxury. 





too), 


In each Wooltex Coat, Suit and Dress there’s the signa- 
ture of the Wooltex Tailors and this is a definite promise 
to you that the Tailormade or Knockabout is one of 
lasting beauty and workmanship. 





Write for your copy of the Tailored Woman Magazine 
today. Page after page of the newest fashions are shown 
—models obtainable in your community. No charge. 
——— =>. 
he TAILORED WOMAN 
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muffled cry, but was immediately cowed by 
the blood-shot glare with which he swept the 
whole audience, as he continued: 


“« Snip—snip—snipl 
She wore scarlet-heeled shoes on Good Friday, 
And a bustle of crinkled crépe on Christmas 
Day, 
And always made the tea 
With even cooler water.” 


Here he snipped off a head from the fur. 
It slithered along the polished wooden floor 
yaad live creature, with its eyes of black 
reads. 


“ Snip—snip—snip! 
At Candlemas he became a free radical, 
And dropped her down the well behind the 
garage, 
Inio the coolest water ef all.” 


Two more heads and a tail went slithering 
amongst feet that withdrew as if at the onset 
of live rats. 


“ Snip—snip—snip! 
And if that don’t beat the Sonnets from the 
Portuguese, 
You can put my own head under the pump 
And cool it in the re frigerator.’ 


Here he deliberately chopped Miss Pringle’s 
fur into six-inch sections and kicked them 
into the midst of the audience. 

Mr. Jennings and the chairman had more 
than once made a move, as though they were 
screwing themselves up to tackle the formi- 
dable author of The Red Rat; but the experi- 
enced man with the bowler hat whispered 
sound advice to them and they took it. 

“Keep still. Bide your time,” he whis- 
pered. “’E’s as strong as ten men when ’e’s 
like this, and ’e’s got them shears, too, 
We'll ’ave to ’umor ‘im for a bit. Look out! 
What's ’e up to now?” 


\ AR. PEASE was locking the door and 
4 putting the key in his pocket. Then, to 
the horror of every one, he switched out the 
lights. For a few seconds in the pitchy dark- 
ness there was dead silence. It was followed 
by a loud snap of the shears from an unex- 
pected direction, a wild squeal, a hubbub of 
chien, a loud masculine bellow, apparently 
from the direction of the platform; and then, 
for a minute or two, the writhing, struggling, 
heaving, fighting panic of a frightened crowd 
of women among overturned chairs, trying 
to find a locked door and avoid a lunatic in 
the darkness of an unfamiliar room. 

Some one eventually found the switches 
and the light burst upon one of the oddest 
scenes in the history of literary clubs. Many 
of the members were sprawling on the floor. 
One of them was clutching a handful of Miss 
Pringle’s heads and bits of fur firmly, as if to 
prevent them from biting. Others were 
huddled in the corners. The chairman and 
the man with the bowler were panting below 
the platform. They had apparently been 
trying to strangle each other, in the belief 
that they were dealing with Mr. Pease. 

On the platform itself, Mr. Jennings stood 
with his back to the audience, facing the 
triumphant author of The Red Rat. Mr. 
Jennings had lost the tails of his coat, and one 
regrets to say that there seemed to be a piece 


taken out of his trousers also. The author of 
The Red Rat dominated the whole scene. 
Gaily poking the shears at Mr. Jennings with 
one hand, and waving the black fragments of 
Mr. Jennings’s raiment in the other, he chanted 
in stentorian tones: 


“Many a mad magenta minute 
Lights the lavender of life! 
Keren-hap puch at her s pinet 
Psalms the scarlet song of strife. 
Keren-happuch is my wife!” 


Roland had caught Calliope’s hand when 
the lights went out and drawn her under one 
sheltering side of the platform. They stood 
there for a moment surveying the scene; 
then—quickly—before any one noticed them, 
they slipped through the little door into the 
room behind the platform and left the buili- 
ing. 


RECISELY what happened to the Lake- 

ville Literary Club afterwards, Roland 
and Calliope never knew. But they gathered 
that the later scenes were too ‘radical’ to 
be described. They were so “radical” that it 
was obviously useless to advocate anything 
more “radical”; and the club, having ful- 
filled its purpose, changed its name and took 
to bridge and ‘‘social service.” 

On the other hand, Mr. Jennings, when he 
had recovered from the first shock, realized 
that the new development should have an 
enormous “publicity value”; and The Red 
Rat, with a new author’s name on the cover, 
went into many editions, and was widely 
quoted in anthologies for educational pur- 
poses in schools and colleges. 

It was also reviewed most respectfully by 
the charmingly sophisticated young lady who 
“does”’ the poetry for the Spectator. 

But Roland and Calliope had finished with 
“radical” poetry. He had been invited to 
stay at her summer home in Maine; and so 
they had left Mr. Pease to his “publicity,” 
and were wandering through the lonely woods 
of Mount Paradise. Calliope named the un- 
familiar birds for Roland as they walked; 
and Roland paid no attention to them, but 
watched her face and listened to her voice. 

“No, that’s not the Red Rat,” she said, 
as a peculiarly rasping note arose among the 
spruce trees. “‘That’s the black-throated 
green warbler; and that little crested bird, 
up there in the hemlock, with the rosy 
feathers and the lovely warble—no—that’s 
not Mr. Jennings, it’s a purple finch.” 

“Rather like a ruffled grouse from fairy- 
land,” said Roland. 


UT this was not the serious business of the 
morning. In the middle of a secluded 
glade they raked together a sweet-smelling 
heap of resinous pine-needles. On this elfin 
pyre Roland placed two Turkish cigarets; and 
over these Calliope laid the letters from her 
English professor. Then Roland took their 
only copy of The Red Rat from his pocket and 
placed it on the pyre, and Calliope topped it 
with the works of Jabez Podd. Pages from 
the Spectator made their kindling. They 
struck two matches and set it alight together. 
They fed the flames with more pine-needles 
till all the “‘radicalism”’ was consumed. 
Then, across the smoldering pyre, Calliope 
stretched out her left hand, and Roland 
slipped the ring upon her third finger. 


ERTE’S LETTER 


(Concluded from page 73) 


Paris, a brilliant success, which definitely 
classes them as the first ballet company of the 
whole world.” Therefore, I am perhaps de- 
ceived in thinking that there are no great 
dancers in this troupe, and that it is only the 
means to advertise extensively which brings 
success to the troupe, a success which is by no 
means artistic. " 

In another theater, old and dirty and far 
from the great avenues, the troupe of the 
Russian Ballet, returned from Monte Carlo, 
gave a few performances. Every evening the 
auditorium of the theater was full, with no or 
very little publicity. At the same time that 
the beautiful theater of the Champs Elysées, 
where Mr. Borlin exhibits his ‘cramps,’ 

was almost empty, the old theater “La Gaité 
Lyrique,’ where the Russian dan ers per- 
formed, was filled to overflowing. The reason 
was that here were assembled real dancers, 
artistes of talent. 

For their short reappearance in Paris, the 
Russian Ballet reserved a work of Mr. Igor 
Stravinsky, ‘“‘ Les Noces,” a ballet with chorus; 
this work, full of originality, has had a 
great success. From the orchestral point of 
view the new work displays a daring effort of 
originality. The instrumentalists were almost 
entirely replaced by choristers; singing fulfilled 
the réle of the principal part of the orchestra; 
its rhythm was accentuated by two double 
pianos, some drums, triangles, and metal tubes. 


The mise-en-scene was as original as the 
music. The ballet represented “Marriage 
in Russia,” and was composed of four 
tableaux; the dedication of the bride, that 
of the bridegroom, the departure of the 
bride from the paternal residence, and the 
marriage feast. 

To the accompaniment of the sometimes 
monotonous, sometimes violent, rhythm of the 
orchestra, the dancers executed their dances 
and formed curious human pyramids, in 
which were seen only their heads, ranged one 
above the other, and their hands. The cos- 
tumes of all the personages were alike, in 
black and white, and of an extreme austerity. 
The setting of the background—in blue-gray 
—changed with each tableau; when the bride 
was the central figure, there was only one 
tiny window, a few square inches in size, lost 
in this immense curtain, and for the bride- 
groom, two such windows. When the happy 
couple were united, the background curtain 
showed a little house of white wood, in which 
one perceived a bed surmounted by four 
enormous pillows. The solemn moment when 
the couple slowly approached this bed was 
marked by light blows on the triangle. 

This new work of Mr. Stravinsky delighted 
the public, and was a truly great success. The 
performances of the Russian Ballet are the 
rendezvous of all the artistic and er -"9 of 
Parisian society. -ERTE 
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How is it possible for underwear to be roomy 
enough to permit bending and sitting without 
a strain and still be trim and form-fitting in any 
position ? 


This was the question which Anne Meridie 
asked herself. 


She was striving to produce underwear for her- 
self and family that would be comfortable. 


She succeeded so well that every woman who 
heard of Anne Meridie’s underwear wanted it. 


So the principles of construction were patented 
and offered to the women of the country as 
Kickernick Patented Bloomers. 


Always Form-Fitting 

Bending, sitting or standing erect the bloom- 
ers adjust themselves to the form. Never even 
pull up at the knee. 

Trim and stylish for evening wear—comfort- 
able and free for sport or all around wear. 








The Kickernick Idea in Underwear 





Yes—It Is Possible—Comfort With Beauty 


Look for the Pleats 


How simple when you think of it—plenty of fullness / 
but held at the hips by tiny pleats which open out 
when the body bends. 

Every movement of the body is provided for. There 
are no strains possible, therefore no reinforcements 
are necessary. Kickernick Bloomers are comfortable 
because you never feel them. 





Kickernick Combinette 

Every feature of Kickernick Patented Bloomers is 
found in the Kickernick Combinette, a one-piece 
garment combining the utility of a chemise and a 
bloomer. 

It never binds at the knee, the seat or the crotch. 
No blousing in front or bulkiness between the legs. 
It is a garment for a gentlewoman because it clothes 
her completely and beautifully. 





The Kickernick Idea of proper covering with 
beautiful style and perfect comfort will delight 
you. 


Kickernick garments are made in women’s, 
misses’ and children’s sizes. 


See them next time you go shopping. 


WINGET KICKERNICK COMPANY, Minneapolis, Minnesota 
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& M FORT has been raised toa fine art by 
intensive study in certain great hotelsand 
exclusive clubs. Where guests are exacting 
and luxurious beds are demanded, you will 
find many Purple Label mattresses in use. 


Inevery case, too, itssuper-comfort iscoupled 
with actual economy. The Purp/e Laéels in 
the Chicago Athletic Club and the Congress 
Hotel, Chicago, for instance, have been in 
constant service now for seventeen years. 








Meeting such dithcult requirements trium- 
phantly, The Purple Label will demonstrate 
its economy and cradling luxury even more 
easily and decisively for you in your home, 


Until you have slept on The Purple Label, 
you cannot appreciate how deep, unbroken 
rest adds to your energy, your personal force, 
your zest in living. See it at your dealer’s or 
write for “Restful Bedrooms”’ to Simmons 


Company, 1347S. Michigan Ave., Chicago. 


SIMMONS 
eMattresses Springs - “Beds 


BUILT FOR SLEEP 
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\ rought from Solid Silver 


To People Who Go About 


MONG your hostesses,— which impress 
A you most? Those who plan so that 
the climax comes in a dinner-table correctly 
set, correctly presided over! Which impress 
you least? Those who plan everything but 
the dinner-table, and press into service a 
miscellaneous conglomeration of silver! 


The home's final expression of correctness is 


a dinner service developed in International 
Sterling. Each piece is wrought from 
everlasting solid silver. Each design is in- 
spired by ever-living classic art. 

For those who love delicacy—the Georgian Maid 
Design. For those who love massive richness—the 
Trianon Design. Consult with your jeweler about 
developing a service in one of these designs. Or, write 
for books which show them complete. Dept. 154, 
International Silver Co., Meriden, Conn. 


Georgian Maid and Trianon are stamped @ Gam which identifies the genuine 


‘The 


TRIANON 
‘Design 


INTERNATIONAL STERLING 
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Au WOMEN who love fine china 
will find a genuine appeal in the 
Eden and Paradise patterns from 


Theodore Haviland 


RANCE 


They have y the allure of the 
Orient. Identical in design, the 
Eden has a cream-yellow border, 
the Paradise a soft blue, both sup- 
plemented with bright colored 
flowers surrounding a centre of bril- 
liantiy plumaged birds of paradise. 


A Fine China Dinner-Set is 


An Investment for a Lifetime 


Theodore Haviland China embod- 
ies a tradition of fine china-making 
which has been handed down from 
father to son. It has to the highest 
degree that hardness of body and 
depth of glaze which denotes dur- 
ability and quality. 


It may be purchased from any 
dealer in fine china, or a dealer 
will obtain for you prices and 
any information you destre. 


Not as expensive as tts quality 
might suggest. 


THEODORE HAVILAND fr CO 


INCORPORATED 


New York 


CANADIAN OFFICE: TORONTO 
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HARPER’S BAZAR 
LADY 


Johns’ Story 


(Continued from page 85) 


| was just written for Izzy. Oh, sometimes I 





get so furious with this whole darn business. 
What’s the use? You try and try to be decent 
and where does it get you? Right on your own 
lot you see all the good stories and all the big 
exploitation going to some girl that’s—well, 
that uses: her pull and influence with a man 
to get it. 

“Bunk,”’ said Elise deliberately. ** You Lenin 
that’s a lot of bunk, Lil. You've got about as 
far as you had any right to get I guess. I 
know I have.” 

“Seems like,’ drawled Florence Colfax, 
between bites of a huge piece of cake, “there's 
a lot in what Lil says, just the same. Look at 
me. It was a choice between starring me and 
starring r loise Ellis. And—she got it, I 
notice. I don’t suppose the fact that Cohen 
is cuckoo about her did her any harm. You 
know what a bum Eloise is.” 

A little pause fell. 

“*But—but Olive Grey is perfectly sweet, 
isn’t she?” asked Vivian Saurenne. “I don’t 
say, Izzy, that you wouldn't have been just 
as good or better in the part. I don’t blame 
you for feeling bad, because it’s a gorgeous 
chance. But I think it was just one of the 
breaks in this funny business, don’t you? 
Olive Grey doesn’t—doesn’t bother with 
men.” 

Isabelle Johnson laughed. ‘Oh, no, I don't 
say she does. Only she’s been giving Jimmy 
Barker an awful rush lately, they tell me. 
And you know he has everything to say about 
casting now at the United. W hoever plays 
that part they'll have to star in it. 

“Jimmy Barker’s married,” said Violet 
Terry. 

“Well, Vi, you don't have to be such 
an ingénue as all that,” said Lillian Stuart 
coldl y. 

“T don’t even intimate there’s anything 
wrong, but I expect Olive Grey is wise 
enough to get something for nothing if she 
can. That’s all right, if you want to do it. 
I don’t. And you know what a mad affair 
she had with Teddy Welch.” 

“Yes, but—he was single and he got killed 
in the war,” began Clodagh, and then broke 
into a fit of giggles. ‘Oh, what a lot of 
foolishness. Olive’s older than we are, and she 
lives in a beautiful home, but you know there 
isn’t anything wrong with 

“TI know it,” said’ Elise el with 
slow finality, “but I did see her coming out of 
his office the other day and she was laughing 
and blushing and looking sort of—oh. you 
know, I noticed it. And I’ve never been able 
to understand her friendship with that Peggy 
Williams. You know, Clo, Peggy’s im- 
possible.” 

“He told me,” said Violet Terry, ‘‘ while I 


| was working there last week, that he cast her 
| for the part because she had more sincere, 


womanly charm than any other actress in 
pictures.” 

Another pause. 

Then Clodagh jumped to her feet. ‘‘Oh, 
for heaven’s sake, let’s stop talking dirt and 
play mah jong or something. Never mind, 
Izzy old blessing. There are lots of other 
parts in the world.” 


IVIAN SAURENNE snuggled down in the 

back seat of the big touring car and let her 
little body fit closely into the curve of the 
good-looking man’s arm. 

The chauffeur had stopped the car at a 
point on the Santa Monica palisades. Before 
them stretched the ocean, and the ragged line 
of bluffs and the dainty pattern of a distant 
pier outlined in lights. 

One great palm stood out black and sharp 
against the green-blue softness of the sky, 
where the stars were beginning to wink, and 
wink, and shine steadily. 

“Oh, how heavenly,” said Vivian, drawing 
a long, exaggerated breath of the damp sea 
air. ‘ Dicky-bird, this is my very own favor- 


| ite spot. I'd like to be married right here, 


looking up at that sky.” 
‘Well, you can be,” said Dick Braceford. 

“ All you have to do is say yes, and I'll havea 
nice little altar of lilies erected for you.” 

“Angel,’”’ murmured Vivian, “‘some day 
maybe I will. I'd like to say yes to you, 
Dicky-bird. You're so sweet. I—I love you, 
you know. But I don’t believe in professional 
women marrying, especially marrying actors. 
A home and a husband ought to have all one 
woman's time. And my work takes all my 
time. You're a conceited, spoiled pup, Dicky. 
But—nights like this—” 

He kissed her deeply. “ Anyway.” he said 
breathlessly, ‘‘we’re engaged, aren’t we?’ 

“Oh, yes. That’s what makes it all right 


| And some day—” 


In the silence, they could hear the distant 


| tom-tom of the waves. 


Vivian Saurenne wrenched herself free of the 


growing enchantment. ‘Dicky, didn’t yoy 
play opposite Olive Grey once?” 

‘Yes, once. Quite a while ago. Why?” 

“Oh, I don’t know. Did you like her?” 

“Sure. I—to tell you the truth, sweetheart, 
I used to be quite nutty about her. She's one 
of those grave, lovely girls with big gray eyes 
and a stunning figure. Ever notice it? Isn't 
any body in pictures with a figure like Olive 
Grey’s. It always looks to me like it swayed 
in the wind. But she’s a mighty straight, fine 
girl, I guess. Never seemed to care much for 
men, except Teddy Welch.” 


HE black night curtain, falling more and 

more densely, hid the swift flame that 
seared Vivian’s young face and the drooping 
of her straight eyelashes over her black eves, 

“Oh, really? I thought she wasn’t supposed 
to have much sex- appeal.” 

“Well, that depends, ” Dick Braceford 
contemplated the tracing of a distant ship 
against the first glow of a moon, “that de- 
pends. She's not the obvious kind, no, 
Probably wouldn’t appeal to young men, or 
the common herd. But to a man of experi- 
ence, of sophistication—perfect. There's a 
promise there. A man,” he paused to choose 
words, utterly lost in the train of masculine 
analysis, ‘‘a man would feel that whatever he 
won from Olive Grey was a tribute to himself. 
That it belonged to him alone, where with 
these obvious vamps that sling passion all over 
the screen for everybody, he feels everything 
is a bit—a bit shopworn. Olive is very cool 
and dignified, but there’s a sweet, sensitive 
warmth about her mouth that makes vou feel 
sure the fire is there, if you could only light 
it. 

Vivian's scarlet lip curled in the darkness. 
“Isn't that interesting?” she said. “I guess 
Jimmy Barker lighted it all right, then.” 

‘What do you mean?” 

“Oh, nothing.” 

“I’ve never heard any scandal about Olive 
Grey in my life. Oh, she and Teddy, of 
course. But he died. Otherwise I suppose 
they’d have been married. What’s | this 
about her and Jimmy Barker?” 

“Possibly, my wise young friend,”’ said the 
girl, with a searing laugh, “possibly you've 
heard the old saying that still waters run 
deep. The girls at Elise’s a while ago didn't 
seem to think your priceless Olive Grey was 
so gloriously above reproach. They seemed 
to think she was wise enough to manage 
Jimmy Barker pretty darn well. And Elise 
saw her in his office one day and—well, it 
looked compromising to say the least. So 
maybe, Dicky-bird, you just failed to be as 
attractive to the lady as necessary. 

“Tt’s funny, at that, she'd fall for a queer 
bird like Jimmy Barker, isn't it?” 

“Oh, yes, if she didn’t fall for you, most 
astounding.” 

The man reached down and turned her 
pretty, hot face until he could see the furious 
eyes and curling lips. “Why, Vivian 
Saurenne! Why, my little sweetheart’s 
jealous! Aren’t you? Foolish baby. You 
didn’t have any idea, little friend, that you 
were the only woman I ever loved, did you? 
You're my last romance, darling, but not my 
first.” 

Their lips clung again and a shower of tears 
fell on the collar of his smart, belted over- 
coat. ‘I don’t care,” sobbed the girl, hotly, 
“I hate every woman you ever looked at 

“Fair enough,” said Dick, “‘but don’t hate 
me, will you?’ 

“N—no.” 

“That’s fine.” 


HE usual luncheon crowd filled Levy's 

café to the doors. 

From the walls, green water nymphs 
gazed down upon a motley throng of celeb- 
rities. 

A great star sat in one corner in make-up, 
hammering on the table with a clenched fist 
as she worked out the afternoon's program 
with her director. 

A group of comedy girls sparred noisily. 

A well-known character actor, with his 
handsome wife and three grown daughters, 
enjoyed a family meal. 

Richard Braceford strolled in leisurely 
and stood looking about. 

Fresh from his bath and shave, he looked 
unusually clean-cut and handsome. 

A man at a nearby table called to him and 
he went over and dropped into the chait 
opposite, smiling amiably. 

Ben Wilde, one of the best of the depend- 
able program directors, looked up from his 
plate. “The brook trout’s very & 
he said. “How are you, Dick?” 

“Can’t complain,” said the big leading 
man. ‘“How’s Mabel?” 

(Continued on page 116) 


“Shoes Have Tongues” is the fascinating title of a fascinating 
Cosmo Hamilton short story in the October Harper's Bazar. 
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Good form compels the use of Sterling Silver in 
the Home; because it is sincere and not an imita- 
tion. It is appropriate and is always valuable. It is 
most economical and most satisfactory in the end. 








Sterling Silver for Everybody 


Highest in Quality, not Highest in Price. For sale 
at responsible Jewelers everywhere. 
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OR EVERY occAslO 


is due to a happy 


combination of style 
and serviceability. 


The coat featured is made of ~Lo.- a 
new fascinating fabric marvel with alter- 
nating cloth and fur-like stripes made 


for Wlorthwile Coats Exctusivecy. 


Leading merchants everywhere have made 


Giorthwile Coats available for your selection. 


J. WILE & COMPANY 


498 SEVENTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 
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HARPER’S BAZAR 


LADY 


Story 


(Continued from page I14) 


“Oh, she’s all right. Mabel’s always all 
right. Busiest woman doing nothing [ ever 
saw. How’s Vivian?” 

Dick beamed appreciatively. “She's one 
in a million. Gets prettier and prettier. 

I wish I could say the same for this young 
cow I’m stuck with,” said the director, 
pouring French dressing into his avocado. 

‘Heaven deliver me again from an eighteen- 
year-old blonde star that’s twenty pounds 
overweight below the neck and twenty pounds 
underweight above! We have to shoot up 
on her all the time, on account of her double 
chin, and I have yet to discover a third ex- 
pression. She’s terrible. Why I have to 
suffer for other men’s indiscretions in this 
way, I don’t know.” 

He broke off to greet a tall, stim man, whose 
slightly graying hair and big, shell- rimmed 
glasses, together with a smile of unusual 
charm, gave him an air of helpless sweetness. 

As his quick, carelessly clothed figure dis- 
appeared, Dick Braceford asked, ‘*Wasn’t 
the at Ji umes Barker?” 


“He: a the latest dirt?”’ 

“T don’t know. The latest I’ve heard is 
that Pat Sargent has thrown Anita out on her 
ear and is cuckoo about Aline Botsford.” 

“Jimmy Barker and Olive Grey.” 

Ben Wilde looked up quickly. “No, not 
really? The inaccessible Olive, eh? And our 
ascetic friend Jimmy. You know, I wouldn’t 
say this to anybody in the world but you, 
but there’s something about these sweet, 
sort of absent-minded men like Jimmy Barker 
that arouses my suspicions. I hope I’m no 
worse than the rest of the world, and I don’t 
claim to be any better, but it there’s one thing 
I can’t stand, it’s a hypocrite. Whatever 
I may do, I don’t sneak around corners to 
do it. You know, I submitted a story to 
Jimmy Barker once, when he was scenario 
editor, and he had the nerve to tell me it was 
the most salacious thing he’d ever read. I 
was convinced then that he had a dirty 
mind.” 

The director leaned back in the contented 
well-being of after-luncheon hours. Just 
a tinge of red showed on the sallow skin of 
his high cheek bones. 

Dick lit a cigaret and began to stir his 
coffee with open enjoyment. 

“T know. I don’t know Barker, of course, 
but just between you and me, I had some small 
reasons of my own for suspecting that Olive 
Grey wasn’t the pure and proud lily she would 
have us believe. Vivian, it seems, had heard 
somewhere about our little—well, I’d hardly 
call it an affair. The merest attraction. 
The truth is, she didn’t intrigue me sufficie ently 
to pursue it farther. Well, you know Vivian’s 
hot-headed jealousy. She jumped me the 
other night and when I denied it, and natu- 
rally defended Olive, she blew up and told me 
the whole story. It seems one of the girls 
caught them in Barker’s office. I admit 
I was surprised. It’s a bit difficult to imagine 
any woman falling for Jimmy Barker. And 
then it seems the director and everybody 
wanted Isabelle Johnson for the lead in ‘The 
Pioneer Wife.’ But Barker just forced Grey 
down their throats. He’s in a position to do 
that now. Then they starred her. Natu- 
rally, I Isabelle doesn’t feel any too kindly 
about it. 

“Poor old Izzy,” said W ilde, meditatively. 
“*She’s had a lot of tough luck 

“Yes. By the way, why don’t you and 
Mabel drive down to the Club Royale with us 
Wednesday night?” 

The waiter brought the check. , Wilde paid 
it. “Sure. Glad to. Good-by.’ 


T= bedroom was quite dark. 

Ben Wilde came in quietly, hesitated an 
instant, then crossed to his chifforobe and 
switched on the light. 

From the pink satin covers of the big bed, 
his wife raised a flushed, sleepy face. Her 
dark | hair tumbled about her in a great cloud. 

Hello,’ > she said. ‘“‘What are you so late 
lor? 

“T’m so late because I had a lot of work to 
do, that’s what I’m so late for,’’ said her hus- 
band. ‘You've been asleep, haven’t you?” 

“Sort of. You know I never really get to 
sleep, Ben, till you come home. Did you go 
any place after work?” 


“No 
He stood before his mirror, taking off his tie. 
His coat dropped on a chair. 
**What you been doing all day?” he asked. 
She pulled the covers closer about her. 
“Nothing. I went up to the Hollywood 
Hotel this afternoon to see Verda. We sat on 
the porch and talked a while. You going to 
have to work every night, Ben? You haven't 
been home to dinner this week. I’m getting 
tired of it. Never go anywhere. Just stuck 
ar in the house all the time. 

Oh, I guess it won’t kill you. Say, I had 
lunch with Dick Braceford to- day and he 
wants us to go to the Club Royale with them 
Wednesday night. How about it?” 

“I'd love to go,” said his wife. “I like Dick. 


He's a swell dancer. I’m not so old yet [| 
don’t like to dance with a good-looking man 
now and then.” 

“Well,” said Ben Wilde, as he tied his pa 
jama trousers, “‘you better look out for 
Vivian. She'll cut your throat. Oh, say, 
as he climbed into bed beside her, “ you can’t 
guess what Dick told me.” 

Instantly Mabel turned an electrified face to 
his. ‘‘Any new dirt?” 

“T'll say there is. And it ought to tickle 
you pink, because you always said Olive Grey 
upstaged you last year at the Directors’ Ball. 
Well, Dick says she and James Barker are 
having a wild affair.” 

Mabel Wilde sat straight up in bed. “No! 
Honestly? Now, can you imagine that? 
And Jimmy Barker's got the sweetest, 
prettiest little wife you ever saw. Why, 
Jeanne Barker’s a lovely woman. I saw her 
at the Hollywood Hotel to-day. She’s a 
great friend of Verda’s. Only Verda says 
she’s a funny woman. Quiet and never talks 
or mixes much. And she’s got a baby, not 
very old. Why, Ben, I think that’s terrible. 
How did Dick find it out?” 

“Oh, Vivian or somebody happened to walk 
into Barker’s office one day and she said 
the sight she saw was just amazing, that’s all. 
Barker has those old offices that were built 
for Ivers. And then I’ve seen them driv- 
ing around together a lot. I thought it 
looked funny, but I didn’t like to say any- 
thing.” 

“T tell you, Ben,” said Mabel Wilde as she 
reached one bare arm to pull off the boudoir 
light above her head, “‘ women like Olive Grey 
are dangerous. They’re wolves in sheep's 
clothing, that’s what they are. That grave 
and holy look she always wears. You know, 
I may not be as smart as some of these pro- 
fessional women, but I have got instinct. I 
certainly do pride myself on my intuition 
about people. And I just never liked Olive 
Grey. You know that yourself.” 

“Well, it’s none of our business,” said her 
husband, ‘“‘and don’t gO repeating it as coming 
from me, you hear?” 

“Oh, I wouldn’t, but I certainly do feel 
sorry for that sweet little Mrs. Barker.” 


T= Kewpie Beauty Parlor turned its most 
polished and ornamental face to the morn- 
ing sunshine on the Boulevard. 

From its windows bejeweled coiffures and 
dazzling wigs gleamed at the passers-by. 
delicious fragrance of melting soap and creams 
and lotions and lemon wafted out into the 
street. 

It was only ten o’clock, but several of the 
little curtained booths were already full. 

Mabel Wilde took off her hat and coat, and 
said, in her clear loud voice, “‘ Hello, Margaret. 
My hair’ s just a sight. I’ve been meaning to 
get in every day this week, but you know how 
busy I am. Wasn't that Elise Devereaux 
just went out? She needs to be careful. Her 
hair’s getting that bleached look already. 
I want a shampoo and a marcel.” 

The plump, plain girl, in her stiff white 
apron, began to take down the heavy, dark 
brown hair that fell instantly in a great cloak 
below the bottom of her chair. Her efficient 
fingers flew, but her round face grew alive 
with interest and curiosity. Her lips parted a 
trifle over her big, even teeth. 

“*Sometimes,” said Mrs. Wilde, “r wish I'd 
had it bobbed. It’s so heav y it’s just a 
terrible nuisance. But my husband thinks it 
isn’t womanly to wear short hair. And now 
it’s going out, isn’t it? Do you find most of 
the girls are letting theirs grow?’ 

‘A lot of them are,”’ said the girl in white, 
in an intensely conversational tone. “‘Some 
of the little girls that have naturally curly 
hair like Violet Terry aren’t. Olive Grey was 
in a few days ago, and hers is down below her 
shoulders. I liked the swell way she wore it 
bobbed, though. It’s such a lovely color, 
like ripe corn. 

Mrs. Wilde backed obediently to the tin 
slab and laid her head upon it. In a moment, 
piles of foaming lather hid her dark hair that 
gave an illusion of loveliness, and left the 
heavy line of her jaw and the sharp beak of her 
nose. 

“Her hair may be all right,” she said, talk- 
ing at the top of her lungs to be heard above 
the splash of the spray, “‘but that’s all I can 
say for her.” 

The girl in white applied vigorous hands to 
the job before her. 

Jhy, Mrs. Wilde,” she gasped eagerly, 

“T always thought, I did really, that Miss 
Grey was just the nicest girl you ever could 
know. I guess, though, maybe you never cat 
tell about these movies.” 


HE patient was silent from necessity, 25 
the spray rinsed the soap from her hair. 
When she could speak, ‘“‘Oh, yes, I know 
Everybody thought she was a little angel, I 
suppose. But you know, Margaret, there’s a? 
old saying about you can fool all of the people 
some of the time and some of the people a 
(Continued on page 118) 
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Ladies of eAmerica— 
eMay I ‘Remind You 


oad year I brought to you for the first time my perfumes 
—already well known to the royal ladies of Europe. 


PAR FUMS 





You were more than kind in your reception and I have 
been happy that my fragrances have pleased you. 


And now may I remind you that your enthusiasm will be 

even warmer when youemploy my perfumes with that subtle Le Jasmin 
discretion so well known to the Parisienne of fashion. POUDRES 
SAVONS 
CREMES 
COMPACTS 


In a beautiful little brochure I have disclosed these secrets 
of the boudoir, as I have discovered them in my position 
of Parfumeur to Princesses. May I not send you a copy of 
this booklet? There is no charge; it is my pleasure to 


make you acquainted with these little perfume secrets 
which perhaps you may not already know. 
Shops chosen to sell Luyna Parfums: | 
New York City Alliance, Ohio. Hartford, Conn. San Francisco, Calif. 
Lord & Taylcr The Spring-Holzworth Sage-Allen & Co., Inc. I, Magnin & Co., Inc. 
James McCreery & Co. Co. Indianapolis, Ind. The White House 
Jay-Thorpe, Inc. Baltimore, Md. Pettis Dry —— Co. Livingston Bros., Ine. 
Arnold Hochschild, Kol: néCo. Shumate Drug Co 
. P. Hollander Co. O'Neill & Co., = Kansas City, Scranton, Pa. 
Bonwit Teller & Co. Birmingham John Taylor Sry C oods Hotel Casey Shop 
R. H. Macy & Co. TheHtighiandPharmacy Co. Seattle, Wash. 
Brooklyn, N. Y. Buffalo, N. Y. Los Angeles, Cal. Frederick & Nelson, Inc. 
Abraham & Straus,Inc. G. G. Bryant a Ow! Drug Co. The MacDougall & 
Frederick on ser & Co. Rudin’s Stores Ville de Paris Southwick Co. 
Chicago Cincinnati, Ohio. Minneapolis, Minn. Shamokin, Pa. 
Marsha ON Tieid & Co. The Law 0. L. 8. Donaldson Co. T. R. Clarkson & Co. 
Chas.A.Stevens& Bros. >H. & 8. ; 
The Fair Muncie, Ind. Springfield, Mass. 
Philadelphia, P Cleveland, Ohio. W.A. McNaughton Co. Forbes & Wallace 
Q oWanameker” ‘The Halle Bros. Co. Omaha, Neb. Springfield, I11. 
qj mong my noble patrons : i i oe ’ The Higbee Co. Brandeis Stores A. L. Crawford 
known to Americans ' Lliewellyn’s Pharmacy aes, Sa. Pittsburgh, Pa. St. Paul, Minn. 
we Boston, Mass. Aa a Joseph Horne Co. a. ee & Evans, 
, 8. S. Pierce Co. Darien. Cote. Oe. Geo. O. Yohe; 3 shops: Trey, . ¥, 
Princesse thy ein ny Decatur, Ill Fortiand. Ore. apany A: M..Knowlson & Co. 
de Rietitorties ) Elizabeth Ellsworth . E. Yohe pa a. V.S. Quackenbush 
fe Faucigny-Lucinge |i Weshingson, D. C te Moines, Iowa. Providence, R. I. & Co. 
Princesse ‘Trealetchey ‘ S. Kahn fons'Co,” - Younker Brothers, Inc. The Shepard Company Utica, N. Y. 
: Peoples Drug Stores Detroit, Mich. Rochester, N. Y. England & McCaffrey 
Comtesse Jean de Lubersac Riisatenn. 2 The J. L. Hudson Co. B. Forman Co. Wilkes-Barre, Pa 
Hess Brothers ™ Grand Rapids, Mich. soar Lindsay & Curr Wm. D. White & Co. 
Comtesse de Vaucelles ( F Friedman-Spring Dry Worcester, Mass. 


: Atlantic City, N. J. Goods Co. iaichiiniaiaa Ind. Barnard, Sumner & 
Comtesse de Montaigu Weisbard’s Dykema’s Pharmacy Quigley’s QualityDrugs Putnam Co. 


Comtesse d'Hinnisdal 





My American Representative is 


‘C | THOS. LEEMING & CO. 
Cc or nearly a , NEW YORK 
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Why did he leave her? 


HE had met him only 
Margaret’s part, at least—it was love 


that evening. 





And—on 
at first sight. 


He was that tall, dark, strong-but-gentle type of 


fellow with large sympathetic, 
Women simply raved about him 


know the kind. 
wherever he went. 


brown eyes. You 


Margaret was all a-thrill when he asked her to 


dance. 


And what a glorious dance it was! 


They seemed to get on wonderfully together and 
naturally she expected him to ask her to dance again. 


But that one dance was the last. 


He left her and 


devoted the balance of the evening to another girl 
much less attractive than she. 


“What can he see in her?” 


she kept asking herself 


as bitter envy choked her throat. 
It proved to be the most uncomfortable evening she 


ever spent. 
* * * * 

That’s the insidious thing 
about halitosis (unpleasant 
breath). You, yourself, rarely 
know when you have it. 
And even your closest friends 
won't tell you. 

Sometimes, of course, hali- 
tosis comes from some deep- 
seated organic disorder that 
requires professional advice. 
But usually—and fortunately 
—halitosis is only a local con- 
dition that yields to the regu- 
lar use of Listerine as a 
mouth-wash and gargle. 

It is an interesting thing 
that this well-known antisep- 
tic that has been in use for 
years for surgical dressings, 
possesses these peculiar 
properties as a breath deo- 











* * * * 


dorant. It halts food fermen- 
tation in the mouth and 
leaves the breath sweet, fresh 
and clean. So the system- 
atic use of Listerine puts 
you on the safe and polite 
side. You know your breath 
is right. Fastidious people 
everywhere are making it 
a regular part of their daily 
routine. 


Your druggist will supply 
you with Listerine. He sells 
lots of it. It has dozens of 
different uses as a safe anti- 
septic and has been trusted as 
such fora half century. Read 
the interesting little booklet 
that comes with every bottle. 
—Lambert Pharmacal Com- 


pany, Saint Louis, U.S. A. 
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of the time, but you can’t fool all of the people 
all of the time. And that’s just what Miss 
Olive Grey is up against now. She’s fooled 
most everybody for a long time, with her 
grand ways, but it couldn't last. That’s the 
one thing in this world, Margaret, people 
always get found out.” 

“Oh, gracious!” said the girl. “‘I suppose 
they do. You certainly know all the dirt 
about the movie people, don’t you, Mrs. 
WwW ilde? 

“Oh, I don’t know,” said Mrs. Wilde, 
turning graciously to the blast of hot air from 
the dryer, “but I never did like Olive Grey. 
1 admit it frankly, and while I’m the last 
woman in the world that ever likes to say 
anything unkind about a girl, I think she’s 
got it coming to her. Having a disgusting 
affair with a married man right under his 
wife’s nose, and just to advance herself, too. 
Why, I'll bet I’ve heard it from twenty people 
this week. And everybody feels just like 
I do about it—after all her pretending to be 
so much better*than any one else.’ 

‘Who’s the man?” asked the girl in 
white 

‘* James Barker, the vice-president of United. 
I suppose that’s how she got to be a United 
star. It’s been going on some time. And 
he’s got the nicest little wife and baby. And 
you know, they say there are all sorts of 
things going on in his office. They say she’s 
always in there and nobody else is allowed to 
go in, even on important business. And one 
of the girls—but I wouldn’t repeat that sort 
of thing, even to you, Margaret. They go 
down to the beach together, day after day, 
too. Of course, some people think she’s 
attractive, but I don’t like her soft ways. I 
like a little flash of honest temper in a good 
woman. She needs it. I tell you, a wife 
like me feels these things for another woman, 
even if she doesn’t know her.” 

She stopped to light a cigaret. 

In the next booth, a small, dark-eyed 
woman with thin, curved lips gone suddenly 
white, said quietly to the girl manicuring her 
nails, “I’m very sorry, but—I think—I think 
I won't have you finish to-day. I—I— 
there.” 

She laid a dollar on the table from her 
beaded bag and walked steadily out of the 
shop into the brilliant sunshine. 

For a moment she stood there, gazing at 
the sweep of traffic, her lips pressed more 
and more tightly together. 

A dark blue town car stood at the curb. 

The chauffeur jumped down as he saw her 
and ome ned the door. 

» dark-eyed woman, looking suddenly 
old in 5 he smart trimness of her sports outfit, 
stepped into its quiet, shaded depths. 

‘“Where to, Mrs. Barker?”’ the man asked, 
as she did not speak. 

“T don’t know,” said the dark-eyed wo- 
man, “‘but—oh, home, please, quickly.” 


AMES BARKER listened attentively, 

twirling his horn-rimmed glasses round 
and round on his finger. 

He was engaged in playing his favorite 
role of spectator. Once or twice he nodded 
approvingly, his face illumined by its vague, 
sweet smile. 

“IT think I see your point exactly, Barrett,” 
he said. ‘Quite, quite. You mean you 
started an affair with this second girl, just 
to increase your value in Clodagh’s eyes when 
you thought the affair was becoming stale 
for her. It—it awakened competition, as it 
were. Do you think that might always be 
successful?” 

The lordly og juvenile grinned. In 
spotless flannels, his face beaming pinkly in 
its grease-paint mask, he had lounged on 
the enormous divan and talked blissfully 
about himself for an hour. 

“Yep, I know it would. You know how 
women are. They always want something 
that somebody else has. Don't do to let 
’em be too sure.” 

“*I—I suppose not,” said Jimmy Barker, 

“but it’s difficult sometimes for a mere man 
to know just what a woman’s thinking about, 
isn’t it?’ 

“Not if you know ’em,” said the boy 
grandly. 

When he had gone, Jimmy Barker sat for 
a long time motionless in his big chair. 

Then from the drawer of his desk he took 
a tiny handkerchief, with a heavy initial 
embroidered in one corner. From it came 
the fragrance of a bouquet of delicate flow- 
ers, crushed in a pretty woman’s hand. 

With a puzzled quirk of his eyebrows, the 
man sat gazing at the tiny splash of shimmer- 
ing orchid it made upon his knee. Drank 
the perfume with a hint of pleasure. He had 
meant to return it long ago. Now he was 
glad he had forgotten. Silly, of course. 

Still, it might—it might really—with a 
quick, almost boyish gesture, he shoved it 
into the side pocket of his coat and turned to 
the mass of typewritten script before him, 
bending to it with the keen, intelligent con- 
centration of the artist. 


EGGY WILLIAMS swung the nose of 

her bright red roadster against the iron 
gates and tooted shrilly. As the big, grilled 
affairs swung open for her, Peggy nodded to 
the gateman. 

“Hello, old bean,”’ she called gaily. “Cut 
yourself a piece of cake, will you? And then 
tell Miss Grey I’m waiting for her.” 

She parked in the gravel driveway and sat 
there, basking. It was a glorious day, one 
of those California days when the wind from 
the snow-capped mountains and the spiced 
scent of the sun mingle in a cocktail that js 
as thrilling as a first kiss. 

Beneath the shining, straight black bob of 
her hair, that made her look rather like a 
medieval page boy, Peggy’s blue eyes were as 
restless as the thin little finger continually 
flicking the ash from her cigaret. 

Peggy knew perfectly well that everybody 
in Holly wood ‘called her a hard-boiled egg. 

“Let ’em call,” said Peggy. “You’ re not 
so easy for °em to smash when you’re hard- 
boiled.” 

There was apparently only one flaw in the 
armor of flip, sharp-tongued insouciance that 
she presented so brightly to the motion- 
picture colony. 

And that was Olive Grey. 


HERE had been, it seemed, a day when 

Peggy Williams wasn’t such a hard-boiled 
egg. And at a.certain moment in her hectic 
young career, Olive Grey had put a kindly 
arm about her shaking young shoulders and 
said just a grave, decent word or two. 

It hadn’t meant much to Olive. But to 
Peggy it had been the beginning of a religion. 
Even a Peggy must have some god to worship. 

Now as she sat waiting, her thoughts ran 
in a weary circle. No one knew better than 
Peggy Williams how quickly a rumor becomes 
gospel, in Hollywood. Her first hints of the 
Jimmy Barker-Olive Grey story had been 

vague. But now, she realized with a sensation 
of physical hurt, it was a general story. Just 
generally accepted. There was nothing deti- 
nite about it. When Peggy tried to pin it 
down, she was met with that blank, superior 
look with which most people defend anything 
they have said. And she knew that her 
championship could do Olive no good! 

Oh, a lot of people said they didn’t believe 
it. They couldn’t believe it. People who 
never talked dirt didn’t tell it. They simply 
denied it. 

And it swelled and seeped like poison gas 

Peggy cursed long and fluently to herself. 
It couldn’t be true. For Peggy knew, or 
thought she knew, that Olive’s heart lay 
buried for always in a grave in Flanders Field. 

But the people that Olive had ignored. 
The people that Olive didn’t know existed. 

Peggy's thoughts pulled up as Olive Grey 
came down the iron staircase from the tier 
of dressing-rooms and climbed into the road- 
ster beside her. She looked particularly 
lovely. The white hat and the lacy white veil 
made her face very soft and warm. Her big 
aray eyes shane in the glory of the autumn 
day. 

As Peggy put her foot on the throttle and 
skidded the rear wheels so they just missed 
the toes of a pompous scenario writer, at 
w hom Peggy yelled a swift insult, Olive said, 

“Let's drive, P eggy 

The car sped into the strip of road that led 
to the beach, into the radiance of the sinking 
afternoon sun. And Peggy, seeing somewhere 
about the face she loved a new and deeper 
shadow, sat silent at the wheel, torn by 
indecision. 

At last she burst out, “‘What’s wrong, old 
bean? You've been wasting a lot of salt water 
some director will be praying for some day. 
Why all the gloom?” 

Olive Grey hesitated. Then, quietly, 
“They—they didn’t take up my option, 
Peggy. They wouldn’t give me any reason, 
either. My first year is up and they didn’t 
renew the contract. I thought I’d made 
good, you see. 

“Of course, it doesn’t really matter, I sup- 
pose. I always work plenty when I free-lance. 
But—oh, it sounds silly, I suppose, to any one 
outside, but I needed the money awfully 
badly, Peggy. You know how I'm tied at 
home, with mother and—and all of them. I 
bought that house so mother’d be happy there 
and I’m not sorry, but it cost a lot more than 
I should have paid, I guess. My salary isn't 
so big, with so many to take care of, and now 
George isn’t working and my sister's little 
girl has been sick again. I—counted on the 
regular weekly pay check, somehow. Mr. 
Monroe wouldn’t—” 

Peggy broke in swiftly. ‘Monroe had the 
say?” 

‘It seems that way. I knew Jimmy Barker 
was pleased, and all my dealings before have 
been with him. But Mr. Monroe is the 
president—” 

She stopped, trying to keep back the 
tears. “Oh, Peggy, it’s been such a tough 
pull, keeping up a front, and I’m not a good 
business woman (Concluded on page 120) 
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A VIGNY ODOR 


Le Narcisse de France 


The Alluring Fragrance of French Flower 
Gardens Treasured Under a Golden Cork 
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‘Lionel Double Compact” 
Bevel Mirror, Rouge and Pow- 
der, on one level $1.5) 
Lionel Square Compact. 
and closes with snap. 














The master perfumer of Paris has created perfumes whose 
wizardly odors carry one over piebald valleys of scent- bearing 
flowers, into the dreamy illusion of princely courts, permeating 
milady’s presence with a mysterious lingering, and a subtly 
enticing charm, while the vari-colored containers and crystal 
flacons grace the boudoir with the masterpieces of the fore- 
most French artists. 


“GOLLIWOGG’”’ 


The Lucky Little Feller 





The Charming Perfume in the Bizarre Bottle, 
which is smiling on thousands of boudoir tables. 


Vigny Odors can be obtained in Powders, Talcums, 
Sachets and Toilet Waters at all good dealers. 


[ vezayks 
a ae 


“Lionette” 


Vigny Odors Frost- 
ed Flacons with Silk 
Tassel....... $1.00 


If not at your dealer's, write direct to 


LIONEL TRADING COMPANY, Inc., 320 Fifth Avenue 
New York City 


U. S. Distributors 
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(Concluded from page 118) 


“Mrs. Monroe and Mrs. Barker are awfully 
good friends,” said Peggy. 

Olive Grey looked at her in surprise. “I 
think so. I don’t know Mrs. Barker. Mrs. 
Monroe seems like such a nice woman, but 
lately—you know, Peggy, she said an awfully 
funny thing to me the other day. She said, 
‘Ah, Miss Grey, don’t imagine that we wives 
are altogether helpless.’ What did she mean 
by that, Peggy?” 

Peggy said a few words that are unprintable. 

“By gosh! I used to go out and pick my own 
vegetables off the Greek’s wagon. But I had 
to quit it. I knew if some of these dames saw 
me, I’d get talked about. Well, here goes. 
You and Jimmy Barker are supposed to be 
having a wild, unholy love affair. That’s all.” 

The woman beside her turned a blank face, 
a face on which surprise and disbelief grew 
slowly, so blank it was. 

“Jimmy Barker and I? Oh, Peggy, that’s 
too silly. Too stupid.” 

“Yeh? Find me something that’s too silly 
and too hellish for this one-horse Paris to 
believe.” 


RUTALLY, with the ache in her own heart 
making every word a separate agony, 
Peggy Williams told her the story, down to 
the last detail. Told it toa woman into whose 
nature generations of ancestors had ingrained 
a love of and a pride in good name and reputa- 
tion. 

**No, no, no, no,”’ she kept saying. ‘People 
don’t do such things. Things like that can’t 
happen.” 

Once Peggy had looked into the eyes of a 
boy about to be hanged, and they had looked 
exactly as Olive Grey’s eyes looked now, 
drugged, dazed, but with a soul shrieking in 
horror behind the curtain. 

But it was when Peggy came to the now 
constant rumor that the Oliver Grey affair 
had caused a real split in the Barker home, 
that Olive Grey spoke, “Stop the car a 
minute, Peg.” 

The car swayed, slowed, stopped. “Change 
seats with me, please,” said Olive Grey. 

“Now, Ollie, don’t you—’ 
“Please, P: eggy 

As she slid into the driver’s low seat, her 
foot found the throttle. 

There was no fear in Peggy Williams. She 
had, as she would have put it, darn little to 
live for, and a lot of curiosity. But she never 
forgot that ride 

It was a fast roadster and every ounce of 
speed was called to answer the white-faced 

girl who drove it. At one crossing they slid 
so close to a fast-moving suburban train that 
Peggy felt its breath on her cheeks. At the 
corners, the red streak tipped on two wheels— 
one seemed to leave the ground altogether 

Peggy, for the first time in a varied career, 
prayed for a cop. 

As the car careened into Hollywood Boule- 
vard, _, Peggy yelled, ‘“‘Where you going, 
Ollie? 

But Olive Grey sat frozen in a terrible rage. 

In a moment the car swerved on the car 
tracks, dashed over a piece of curbing, and 
stood quivering before the cement steps of the 
Hollywood Hotel. 

“You wait, Peggy,” said Olive Grey: a new 
Olive Grey whom Peggy had never seen before, 
with stern brows and a flaming, white young 
face from which all the soft serenity had been 
seared as lightning sears a spring tree. 

There was a murmur on the veranda, like 
the rustle of a snake’s scales, as Olive Grey 
strode across and banged the door behind her. 

To the clerk she said briefly, ‘‘ What’s Mrs. 
Barker’s room number?” And the man, com- 
pelled and shaken, gave it. 

Olive Grey turned and started to run blindly 
up the carpeted stairway. 


ie WAS a long and pleasant suite of rooms 
that the Barkers occupied. The windows 
gave on a mass of trees and a flaming border 
of late marigolds and purple asters. But 
the woman standing at the window saw noth- 
ing but a gray veil. A gray veil that seemed 
always before her eyes, strangling her words, 
smothering her heart. Her heart might be 
breaking, might cry and ache and tremble 
within her, but this gray veil of silence, of 
inexpressiveness, of a peculiar and sensitive 
reserve, had shrouded her whole life. 

It is women like Jeanne Barker who jump 
from third story windows, or pull the trigger 
of a gun, and leave no clue to satisfy a whisper- 
ing world. 

Nell Monroe, the closest of her friends, had 
tried for weeks to break through that wall. 
It frightened her. For sorrow on the tongue 
will ease itself, but a sorrow back—back be- 
hind the eyes—has an unhappy way of seeping 
into the brain. 

But it was useless. Nell Monroe, in a long 


and interesting life, had known a few women 
like Jeanne. Loved them, and pitied them, 
and been hideously afraid for them always. 

Jimmy and Jeanne Barker had never quar- 
reled in the six years of their married life. 
Their outward relations since the day that 
Jeanne had left the beauty parlor with her 
manicure unfinished, since that later day 
when she had found a scented, silken hand- 
kerchief, had changed very little. 

Their love stood like a gutted cathedral. 

And because he was a man of great brain 

and big heart but child’s experience, Jimmy 
Barker pottered about, trying this little 
kindness and that little gift, to break through 
to the golden heart he had once held. 

The fester within Jeanne’s soul grew and 
spread and fed upon itself each day; the ser- 
pent in her bosom that she could neither 
strangle nor cast from her; the gray pavement 
so far beneath her window that lured her 
sometimes until she leaned out—out—only 
to be dragged back by the little hands in the 
nursery beyond. 

How could he know these things that she 
could not tell him? 

Now as he stood beside her, he almost 
saw the slimy horror of that serpent hidden 
beneath the curves of the delicate coral neck- 
lace he had brought home and that lay un- 
heeded on the floor behind her. 

“T can’t stand it,” said Jimmy Barker, 
“T can’t stand it, Jeanne. I don’t know 
what’s come between us. But it’s a gulf that 
grows wider all the time. You're here. You 
let me kiss you. But your soul isn’t here, 
Jeanne. W "a I'm living i in hell all the time 
and IJ don’t know why.” 

Jeanne Barker wet her lips with her tongue. 
Her hands were trembling pitifully, but she 
kept them hidden. “I—perhaps you're right, 
Jimmy,” she said. “I’m just what I am. 
Sometimes I think I’ve grown a little crazy 
this last year. I can’t bear it any longer. I 
think we'd better end it all. I’ve thought for 
a long time it was the be st way, but I didn’t 
know how to tell you.” 

“You mean you want to—to leave me? 
Then you must tell me why.” 

She turned. Her hand found a small, 
locked jewel case. From it there crept a faint 
fragrance of crushed flowers, like a mocking, 
weary little ghost. But her hand dropped. 

“‘No,” she said wearily, ‘“‘it’s no use. I 
couldn’t believe you. I could never be sure. 
It would always be tormenting me, nagging 
me. It’s my own fault, too, some—but— 


oh, go, go.” 


HEY stood there, blind with pain, mad 
with misunderstanding. 

The door banged open. 

They turned. 

Framed in the light stood Olive Grey. 

The silence was like the scream of a shell. 
The wife’s hands went out, seeking a weapon. 
The gray veil had turned red. 

Then Olive Grey cried out—a terrible, 
hurt, pleading cry. 

“Oh, no,” she said. “Oh, please wait.” 
It was just a whisper. “It’s a lie. It’s 
alla lie. Oh, dear God, just let me make her 
believe me.” 

Jeanne Barker came slowly across the room. 
One thin hand cut like a vise into the other 
woman’s shoulder and dragged her to the 
window. The light beat upon Olive Grey’s 
face like the fierce light from the throne of 
judgment. 

She held her there and the two women 
looked straight into each other’s eyes. Two 
women who all their lives had tried, against 
great odds, to live and to love right and honor 
and truth. 

And in a moment they were sobbing in 
each other’s arms, and Jimmy Barker, tears 
like rain against his glasses, was dancing in 
awkward and ecstatic steps about them. 


“WELL, that’s funny,” said Lillian Stuart. 
Peggy Williams came out of the nervous 
stupor into which she had fallen and looked up. 

Mr. and Mrs. James Barker and Olive Grey 
were entering the dining-room of the Holly- 
wood Hotel together. Mrs. Barker had one 
hand slipped through Olive Grey’s arm, and 
both of them were laughing. 

““What’s so funny about it?” asked Peggy 
Williams swiftly. 

“Well, nothing, only—only there was an 
awful lot of dirt about them, wasn’t there?” 

“Was there?” asked Peggy, coldly. “‘ Well, 
you'll learn some day, that there are some 
people that dirt just can’t stick to. Maybe 
you'll find out there are a few women with 
courage enough, and decency enough, to 
best even that crawling worm. It gets most 
of us, Iknow. But once in a while somebody 
beats it. Cut yourself a piece of cake, dear. 
Good-by.” 


Every ship is bringing back buyers for the important stores of the 
country. And what the buyers have bought for the smartest Fifth 
Avenue shops will be shown in the October number of Harper’s Bazar. 
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Hinps Honey AND ALMonD CREAM is asooth- 
ing, refining cream that by daily use prevents 
any tendency to roughness or irritation. An in- 
vigorating cream that tones and freshens and pro- 
tects the complexion from injury by dusty winds 
or chilly atmosphere. A cream that softens the 
skin to a velvety texture. And withal a cream so 
simple to apply, so sure in its improving results 
that it readily becomes the favored complexion 
cream of all who try it. Its economy is due to 
the small amount required—only enough to 
moisten the skin. Let the use of Hinds Honey 
and Almond Cream become a part of your daily 
program. It will enhance your pleasure. 


Tue IpeAt Base ror Powper. Hinds Honey 
and Almond Cream is an excellent base for face 
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powder. Apply just enough cream to the 
skin to moisten it. Allow it to nearly dry 
and then dust on the powder which is sure 


4  tocling. All unpleasant, sore conditions 


caused by wind and dust, especially while 
motoring, will be avoided by the combin- 
ation of Hinds Cream and Hinds Cre-mis 
Face Powder. This powder comes in four 
tints — white, flesh, pink and brunette. 
Sample 2 cents, trial box 15 cents, large 
box 60 cents. 


For HospirAL AND THE SicK Room. Hinds 
Honey and Almond Cream is in constant use 
by surgeons and nurses who not only use it to 
keep their own skin soft and smooth but use it 
on their patients. The skin is apt to become dry 
and sore after long and severe illness and Hinds 
Honey and Almond Cream quickly restores the 
natural texture of the skin without making it 
oily, greasy or sticky. 


For MAniIcuRING—WITHOUTSORENEss. Hinds 
Honey and Almond Cream is now highly rec- 
ommended as an aid in manicuring because it 
so agreeably softens the cuticle for removal and 
prevents soreness; also, as it adds to the lustre of 
the nails. Altogether, it is a success for the en- 
tire manicuring process. 

All drug and department stores sell Hinds Honeyand Almond 


Cream. We will mail a sample for 2c or a trial bottle for 6c. 
A Try-out Box of 5 samples, assorted; 10c. Booklet Free. 


PorTLAND, MAINE 


MT 










HU AM 





SS 





Beauty’ 5s Greatest Secret 


Acknowledged the greatest advance in beauty cul- 
ture during this decade, ZIP—the universally 
accepted remedy for superfluous hair—is rapidly 
replacing the electric needle and sulphide surface 
hair removers. 

The greatest secret of beauty, you, yourself, can 
demonstrate. Look carefully at each of the next 
ten women you meet. Decide whether or not you 
would consider her beautiful. If you do, try to 
determine why. And in practically every instance 
you will find that though she may have beautiful 

features, beautifully expressive eyes, beautiful 
oenait “rounded arm—iree teeth, beautiful complexion—still to be really 
necessity with the vogue beautiful there must be absolute freedom from every 
for short sleeves. ZIP d ° A “iy Pee A eR te be 
stroys both fineandcoarse suggestion of masculinity,—every tiny unwanted 
nar. hair. Then, having made —_ tests, look in your 
mirror, and under the light of the experience you have had in judging others 
—judge yourself. If there are tiny hairs on your lip or cheek—or on your 
arms, neck, limbs or body—you will appreciate how much more beautiful 
you can be with these eliminated. ; 

Perhaps unconsciously you have permitted these tiny hairs to grow until 
they are now large and conspicuous, marring your 
good looks. Remove them at once, off and out, 
roots and all, before they enlarge the pores and be- 
fore they become a subject of comment among your 
men and women friends. 

Ordinary depilatories and shaving merely remove 
surface hair, leaving the roots to thrive and often 
cause the hair to grow faster and coarser. (Do not 
confuse ZIP with ordinary depilatories.) 

ZIP gently lifts out the roots with the hairs and in 
this way destroys the growth. (Do not confuse 
this with forcing hairs out by pulling.) 

Whatever preparation you use, demand that you zip destroys the hairs 
see the roots after taking treatment and thus be sure eae Snee Chew Che eles 
that you are attacking the cause. : 

ZIP is easily applied at home, pleasingly fragrant, quick, effective, painless 
and absolutely harmless. It leaves the skin soft and smooth. 

ZIP is praised as the only effectual remedy for destroying superfluous hair 
—whether heavy or fine. GUARANTEED! Ladies everywhere are dis- 

carding the old dangerous methods and are now using ZIP for de stroying 

superfluous hair on face, underarms, and body, creating the new arched 
brow, clearing the back of neck below bobbed hair, freeing the forearms and 
limbs. Avoid imitations which stick to the skin and are not effective. 


FOR SALE EVERYWHERE 
While in New York call at my Salon to have FREE Private Personal 
DEMONSTRATION — or write formy FREE BOOK “ Beauty’s Greatest 


Secret.”’ 








Try these delightful preparations Especially prepared for those troubled with superfluous hair: 


This poe is guaranteed not to grow 
hair. It hasa most delightful and pleasing 
effect and comes in five shades: white, 


flesh, peach, ocre, brunette. One of the 
new features about this powder is that it 
is particularly light in 


The ideal Squid colorless 
deodorant. Remedies ex- 
} cessive perspiration, and " 
destroys odors ha armilessly.. weight ie id c Sg 
Contains no staining arti- unusually iong er 
ficial colors. Bottle 50c. box $1.00 


Specialist 


Dept.427. 562 FIFTH AVE. ("uueyscee) NEW YORK 
x CREATIONS JORDEAY New vor: an 




















HARPER’S 


THE INTERPRETER’S HOUSE 


Struthers 


Burt’s Novel 


(Continued from page 61) 


At least, the favorite Anglo-Saxon method. 
Foreigners made no such mistake. They ate 
their cakes and got new ones; or else avoided 
pastry utterly. 


UILIAN- walked thoughtfully along 

Fortieth Street and crossed Fifth 
Avenue. He looked at his watch. It was 
half past six. The amethyst haze of evening 
was beginning to creep along the pavements 
and gather into pools of indigo at the base of 
the houses. The lights in the shop windows 
were dimmed and discreetly drowsy. 

He had decided that he would not dress, 
but would get a bite to eat at a near-by club 
and telephone his father he would not be 
home for dinner. He could imagine no more 
deserted place at this hour than the dining- 
room of the club to which he was bound. 

About an hour earlier, Mr. Eyre, coming 
out of a brownstone house, eight blocks 
farther uptown, had arrived at the same 
decision as Guilian. He would not go home 
for dinner, but would go to a club and dine 
quietly by himself. He did not want to see 
any one for an hour or two. He would tele- 
phone Guilian that he would be out. For 
the same reasons that actuated Guilian, he 
chose the same club. 

He stood for a little while on the top step 
of the brownstone house—narrow-shouldered 
steps with wrought iron railings—his eyes 
absent-minded, his right hand pressed down 
upon the curved handle of his cane. He was 
very dapper, fresh colored, alert in his appear- 
ance; his white spats showed that he was still 
interested in dress; and he had just been 
introduced to death. 

The brownstone house held the offices of 
his old friend, Dr. Ellis, and Mr. Eyre had 
spent a curious, thoughtful, rather breath- 
taking hour with his friend. And as he slowly 
descended the steps and crept westward 
through the gathering shadows Mr. Eyre was 
suddenly rather like a shadow himself. 

He turned in through the front door of the 
club and sought the dining-room on the 
second floor back. It was, as he had antici- 
pated, deserted except for a couple of waiters. 
Beside an open window was a table set for 
two, a vase filled with white lilacs upon it, 
and at this Mr. Eyre sat down. 


ETWEEN the silhouetted roofs of the 
houses whose back buildings faced the 
window, a little moon, like a tulip leaf blown 
up from some garden, drifted in the sky. .. . 
Mr. Eyre perceived a shadow falling across 
the table and looked up to find Guilian leaning 
over him. 

Guilian was smiling. 

“‘T came here to be alone,” he said, “and 
then, of all people, I discover you. 

‘Did you?” asked Mr. Eyre with grim 
good nature. “So did I. But sit down. It 
would be rather silly for a father and son to 
dine at separate t tables in an empty dining- 
room. You don’t have to talk.’ 

The most extraordinary _heart-gripping 
little clutch of tenderness seized Mr. Eyre 
for this dark, thoughtful son of his. After 
all, thirty-five was so young. Every one was 
so young, even the oldest and wisest of men, 
once you put them up azainst the background 
of time. In all a man’s life there was only 
one moment when he became completely wise 
and adept, and that was when he knew that 
shortly he would have to die, and that not any 
more were experiment, or struggle, or hope of 
particular interest to him; when he gave up, 
that is, flinging about breathlessly beneath 
this concave, opaque shell of present existence. 

. But until that time . . . so very young, 
all of them; so very young! 

Mr. Eyre leaned forward. 

“Guilian,” he said, ‘“‘at first I didn’t think 
I would tell you—I don’t believe in spreading 
apprehension—but I’ve been considering it, 
and I believe it is only right you should know. 
However, I don’t want any one else to hear of 
it, not even Drusilla or Philip. I saw Ellis 
this afternoon.” 

“* Ellis?” 

“Yes. You remember Dr. John Ellis? He 
used to come and cure you when you were a 
little chap—but that’s before he became rich 
and famous. Now, I only got in on an 
emergency because T was an old friend.’ 

“An emergency? Guilian’s eyebrows 
drew together in a frown. 

“Well, not exactly an emergency; I 
wanted to see him in a hurry, that’s all.”’ 

“Why?” 

Mr. Eyre picked up a fork and drew little 
diagrams on the table-cloth with it. He 
seemed embarrassed. 

“T haven't been feeling very well lately,’ 
he said, raising his head. “Dizziness and 
stuffiness, and that sort ofthing. I thought I 
would get him to look me over. . . . Of course.” 
he added hastily, ‘‘a man of my age expects 
that sort of thing.” 

“Well?” Guilian’s voice carried the accus- 
ing sharpness of the person who expects to 


hear bad news from the lips of some one 
beloved. 

“He told me,” said Mr. Eyre, with an 
elaborate casualness, “that I would-have to 
take rather good care of myself. My heart 
and arteries, you see . 

“Are what?” 

**A little damaged,” lied Mr. Eyre blandly. 


HE silence, pressing back on either side, 

left : narrow corridor of complete still- 
ness. A shadow crossed Guilian’s face like a 
figure on the other side of a screen 

‘Are you sure of that?” he ‘asked un- 
certainly. ‘Sure, only a little?” 

‘Absolutely. Why should I tell you any- 
a= else? 

Guilian’s eyes were not convinced. He 
leaned forward with an impulsive gesture. 
‘“*Somehow,” he said, quickly and shyly, “I 
don't know why; maybe it’s always that way 
—but I can’t tell you, I never can, just what 
I feel; but ... but you know, don’t you?” 

“Yes,” said Mr. E Syre, “of course I know.” 

“T’ve been a rotten son, I suppose—often. 
I dare say I’m not much good, but it hasn't 
been because I wasn’t fond of you. 

Mr. Eyre smiled and patted Guilian’s han] 
lying outspread upon the table. “You 
haven't been a rotten son,” he said warmly. 
‘There’re a lot worse things than occasional 
aberrations, my friend: there’s not caring, 
and that’s a lot worse. And you care. I've 
always known that.” His smile broadened. 
“Tt isn’t as bad as all that, you know. I 
didn’t mean to alarm you unnecessarily. 
There isn’t the slightest immediate danger. 
I've been hanging on two or three years 
already without knowing anything about it. 
All I have to do is to avoid shock and over- 
exertion and worry.” 

Guilian laid his other hand over the thin 
hand that had patted his. ‘And you'll take 
damned good care of yourself, too,” he said 
threateningly. “I'll see that you do. And 
remember it’s the people who have been 
warned that live longest.” 

“Of course,”’ retorted Mr. Eyre cheerfully. 
“I’m going to live to be ninety. Well, run 
along. You have an eng agement, I’m sure 
Don’t stay on my account. 

Guilian drank the last of his coffee an], 
putting down his cup, got to his feet an 
crossed to his father’s side. He put a hand on 
the slender shoulder. His eyes grew dark and 
tender. He stooped down and touched the 
gray head beneath his with his lips. ** Good- 
by, my very dear...” he said shame- 
facedly. “‘ Well Cood- by! 


UILIAN and Vida came out of the 

theater into the prismatic dusk and for 
a moment stood motionless, caught in an eddy 
of the passing crowd. The street glowed with 
electric lights and rustled with the sound of 
voices and the shufiling of feet: stammered 
with sharp cries for cabs and the closing-to 
of doors and the starting of engines. Yet over 
all hung the relaxing spaciousness of the sea- 
son. The noise seemed temporary and local. 

Guilian held his companion close to him 
and peered above the heads of the people 
nearest. From the time he had called for 
Vida at her cousin’s house he had found him- 
self a trifle outside the circle of reality; over- 
taken by a new and young and baffling shy- 
ness. As if a gift had been placed in his hands 
and he was staring down at it, suddenly reluc- 
tant and inept and hesitating. 

Guilian had been struck anew by Vida’s 
nocturnal shining beauty as he had returne:: 
to her where she was awaiting him on the 
steps, a beauty accentuated by the street 
lights reflected in her eyes and by the white 
gown and cloak she was wearing. However, 
he wished that somehow this beauty was 
more pliant and forthcoming; he wondered 
if it would ever be altogether endearing and 
familiar. 

They had come to the many-paned front 
door of Vida’s house. Behind the heavy cur- 
tain of silk the light from the hall glowed 
rosily. Guilian opened the door and followed 
Vida in. The gesture seemed for the first time 
to express something definite. He had not 
been asked to come in; it had been taken for 
granted that he would. 

He followed her up the stairs and stood be- 
h’nd her as she sl’pped her key in the lock. 
She turned around to him and smiled as the 
door opened. Beyond he saw the soft lights of 
the cool gray room. 

“I'm tired,” she said, “‘and hot. I’m gong 
to change into someth:ng softer and cooler. 
Go on in and wait for me.’ ; 

The silence in the gray room deepened. 
The two long French windows were open onto 
the little grlled balcony, and the soft thunder 
of the avenue beyond only emphasized the 
quiet and remoteness. Some crimson roses 
filled the air with their intermittent perfume. 
Guilian reached back from the lounge on wh‘ch 
he was sitting and found a box of matches 
and lit a cigaret. (Continued on page 12 :) 
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Favored Fabrics for 
Fall and Winter Styles 


THIS smart frock, with side drape and sleeve 
treatment truly Parisian, suggests an autumn 
and winter style easily made at home. It is 
of Heminway Charmeuse —a silk of unusually 
fine texture-quality and lustrous finish, avail- 
able in a wide variety of fashionable shades. 


Its adaptability to graceful draping is a charm 
so characteristic of Heminway fabrics. Ask 
to see Heminway Charmeuse, Cashmere de 
Soie and the daintier Crépe Allure, Crepe 
Faire and Crépe Sparkle in the dress goods 
department of your favorite store. 


THE H. K. H. SILK COMPANY 
OF NEW YORK, INCORPORATED 
120 East 16th Street, New York City 
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“APPEALS to the Eve” 
The Natural Eyelash Curler 


Adds Loveliness to One’s Eyes 
in a Simple Natural Way 


The beauty that Kurlash adds to one’s eyes is 








}| all the more charming because it is so natural. 


|| There is nothing more 
' combing one’s hair. 


artificial about it than 


, With Kurlash, one imparts a distinct upward 


curl to the eyelashes. It takes but a few minutes. 


Not even heat is required. Simple and natural 
as this method is, it is surprising to find how 


decidedly it improves one’s 


$ appearance. 
at once appear larger. More light 


enters them. They sparkle with new life and 
brilliancy. And up-curling eyelashes are in them- 
selves a well-known mark of beauty. 
17 You'll admire Kurlash for its own beauty, too. 
A dainty gold-filled device in a handsome mirror- 


1} 
\ The eyes 
| : 


I topped container, it is worthy of the place now 


accorded it on many well-appointed dressing 


tables. 
) Once purchased, one has its services for a 
lifetime. 
If you can’t get Kurlash at your retail shops, 


you may secure one direct from us for the pur- 


chase price, $5.00. Charges — 
are of average size, order size 1: 


If your eyes 


if decidedly 


larger than average, ask for size 2. Kurlash is 
absolutely guaranteed to satisfy or your money 
will be refunded in full. 


As a Gift— 

Kurlash is so 
new, 80 attrac- 
tive and so much 
to be desired 
that it expresses 
the utmost 
thoughtfulness 
on the part of its 


donor. 


If you want further information, write us. 


THE STICKEL COMPANY, Inc. 
382 Cottage Street 
Rochester, N. Y. 
























Dealers: 








—Write at once 
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Presently Vida came back. She was wear- 
ing a clinging robe of blue, of some lustrous 
material, girdled with a belt of silver. BS am 
going to mix you a drink,” she said; ‘‘a long, 
cool one, and take one myself. I’m aan to 
make you very comfortable, so that you won’t 
go for hours and hours. This is the first time 
in years I’ve felt completely happy and 
released, and I'm not going to lose it.” 


HE busied herself for a few moments with 
bottles and ice, humming a little tune, and 
finally handed Guilian a long glass and, stand- 
ing at the corner of the lounge, smiled down 
at him. 
“Happy?” 
hair. 
He looked up and returned her smile. 


she said softly, and touched his 


ery. 

She sank down on the arm of the lounge and, 
leaning over, drew him close to her. ‘Love 
me!” she whispered. “Love me! Put your 
arms around me. You've come all the way 
from the ends of the world for me, and I knew 
when I first saw you why I had been saving 
myself. Do you hear me, Gilly? If you only 
knew what I’ve been through! But now I 
don’t care; I don’t care a bit.’’ She laughed 
softly. 
He felt that the waters, shot with flashes of 
light, were closing over him again. The hur- 
ried pulse of her blood seemed to beat in his 
own veins; her scarlet, half opened lips 
pressed down on his. And then he released 
himself and got to his feet. It was as if he 
had pulled apart the edges of a wound. 

“Sit down,” he said dryly. 


HE slid into the place he had left vacant 

and stared up at him. 

‘Then you don’t love me?” she murmured 
in a small awed voice, as if speaking to herself. 

“You don’t love me at all.” 

“Yes, Ido,” he insisted. He hurried on in 
an odd, embarrassed voice. He could not 
meet her eyes. ‘I love you too much for this 
sort of thing.” 

He recovered his voice and outward com- 
posure and, sitting down beside her, took her 
hand and smiled at her. 

“Vida, my dear,” he said, “‘it won’t do . . 
It won't do, at all. I’ve gone over the whole 
thing, again and again, since I saw you last, 
and there’s only one se ¢nsible and decent way 
of fixing it. One only.’ 

“And what's that?” she whispered. 

“Why, to divorce your husband and marry 

me as quickly as possible. Otherwise . . 
He lifted her hand with a gesture of finality 
and brought it down again upon her knee. 
In the midst of his stubbornly won reason- 
ableness, the touch of its litheness set his blood 
to racing again. “Otherwise... he 
repeated lamely. 

“Marry you?” she asked, and the slight 
gasp that accompanied the words showed him 
that any doggedly maintained ideas of his 
that she might have been cherishing the same 
opinions were false. He was disappointed at 
a contradiction so bald. 

“Well, why not?’ 

Her hand stirred i ~ his. “I don’t want to, s 
she said slowly. “ T don’t t want to. She 
stared at the empty fireplace. “I hate mar- 
riage. I we anted something lovely and free and 
just my own. 

‘And you think this is the way to set about 
getting it?” he asked gently. 

She withdrew her hand. 

“‘T don’t know why not,” she retorted, after 
an interval. She laughed harshly. “I know 
all about marriage—it’s hideous. It means 
that somebody else owns you and your time 
and your comings and goings. It has taken 
me years to fight my way to any sort of free- 
dom, and now I have it, you want me to give 
it up again.” 

‘You wouldn’t even give up a little bit of 
freedom for me? I wouldn’t ask you to give 
up very much. Remember, I’m giving up 
quite a lot myself.” 

Her hands, lying i in her lap, twisted them- 
selves together. ‘No,” she said, “not even 
for you. 

Guilian gazed at her half averted face with 
widening eyes, then he got to his feet and stood 
over her, his fists in his pockets. 

‘Look at me, Vida,” he commanded. She 
did so. 

** Do you know what you're talking about?” 

“T ought to.” Her stubborn eyes fell. 

He laughed shortly. I don’t think you 
do, and I don’t think you love me quite as 
much as you think. Hampering as marriage 
may be, and disastrous as it often is, and dan- 

erous as it can’t help being, it is never as 
Reneninn and disastrous and dangerous as 
the other thing. Never. It couldn't be. I 
know; I've tried the other thing. There is no 


burden so strangling as the burden of a secret; 
no rule so strict as a lack of all rules.” 

There it was!) Why couldn't all these peo- 
ple get that simple fact through their heads? 
The cruel disordered tyranny of license? 

“T’ve tried intrigue,” he hurried on, “and 
to be brutal, it’s boring. That's the long and 
short of it . . . It’s tiresome and demeaning 
and subtracting. Have you ever tried it? 
No, you haven’t. Or not the real thing, 
Merely the silly little games that most women 
seem nowadays to be playing. Intrigue jis 
stupid.” 

“You use such ugly words,” 
wearily. 

‘T use the words that express what I mean.’ 
wy. ou make everything seem so little amen 
while.” 

Guilian spread out his arms in a gesture of 
desperation. 

Wy have just asked you to marry me,” he 
said. “Isn't that worth while?” 

She stirred impatiently. ‘‘You don’t un- 
derstand me. I have asked you to love me— 
and that is going very far for a woman; I have 
offered you everything; and yet you stand 
about and argue like a schoolmaster. I don’t 

want a husband. I can’t make you out.” 


she protested 


HE got to her feet with a swift movement 
and stood close to him, touching him. 
—n t you love me, Guilian?” 

“What more do you want, then? 
you talk and talk?” 

Her hands crept up to his shoulders. 

“The whole place is ours. It will always be 
when I want it. We are hurting no one. I 
don't love my husband, and he doesn’t love 
me. He only holds on to me because he can’t 
divorce me and because I run his home for 
him. I don’t think he would really care, so 
long as he actually didn’t know. And he need 
never know. You’ve never been married; 
you don’t realize what it is . . . the staleness 
and the irritation and the weariness. I don’t 
want you. to grow stale to me, beloved. Can't 
a: see? 

Guilian looked down at her. Odd that she 
should be using the very arguments against 
marriage he was using for it! Confusing. 
Perhaps she was right; perhaps only the mo- 
ments counted after all. Everything grew 
stale... no, it didn’t; it depended upon 
your own heart and brain whether it did or 
not. Only trickery grew stale inevitably. 

“Tt isn’t your husband,” he said quietly. 
“T don’t care what he knows or doesn’t. It’s 
you and - Will you marry me, or won't 
you?’ 

She withdrew her hands slowly and stepped 
back, her eyes still holding his. 

‘Even if I wanted to, you know I couldn't,” 
shé said soberly. 

“Couldn’t?) Why not?” 

“You've known it all along. Don’t tell me 
you haven't. It’s part of your cruelty. How 
could I get a divorce and remarry?’ 

‘Because you're a Catholic?” 

She nodded. 

‘Vida, dearest,’’ he said, “listen to reason. 
It isn’t necessary, you know, for a man to love 
a woman for him to accept what you offer— 
at least. a man of my experience; but’ it is 
necessary for him to love her to propose what 
lam proposing. It will all be very simple and 
easy. You won't find me the sort of husband 
you dread. Such things as remarriages have 
been got around in your church. Will you 
leave it to me?” His patience broke and he 
spread his hands passionately. ‘Good God ” 
he said hoarsely, “I’m begging for my life. 
Don’t you realize what you are doing? I try 
to find some coherence and clarity; try to put 
my feet on solid ground, and you push me 
back. Did you ever know what it was to 
sneak around corness; to steal appointments 
like some dirty thief; to snatch furtively what 
should be free and frank and beautiful? Only 
the very young and unimaginative fail to 
realize. Perhaps; if there was no other way. 
But, for us, there is another way. Did you ever 
know what it was to have intimacy fade into 
recrimination and disillusion and emptiness?” 

He stood with his hands still stretched out 
to her. 


Why do 


4 


HE looked at them for a moment, then 
shrugged her shoulders and walked over 
to the fireplace. 

“IT have made a fool of myself,”’ she said. 
“T thought,” she continued bitterly, “‘I had 
found something real at last; instead, I find 
only a lecture. You have done, my dear 
Guilian, the most foolish thing you could have 
done toa woman. You have almost made me 
hate you. It would have been better if you 
had left me alone completely.’ 

(Continued on page 126) 


Are two love stories one too many for any issue of any mag- 


azine? 
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Harper’s Bazar is venturing to publish two in its 
But they're very different. 


Phyllis Duganne 


is a bit flippant about love; Dana Burnet a bit sentimental. 
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C frasrics and Furs of unusual 
beauty, exquisitely modelled into 
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AINTING on furniture is an art in which 
such famous eighteenth century painters as 

Watteau and Angelica Kauffman have been New Yorn. 
proud to employ their talent. Today Tobey- 
made furniture is painted by artists who work appreciated by the well-dressed woman 
in the same spirit. On request we shall be at smart sho ps in over two tndred 


pleased to send you our brochure. : Se) 
leading cities of the country. 
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| (oan had written Vida: 


Struthers 


He turned away from her and started across 
the room, but again, as a few hours earlier, 
he heard swift footsteps behind him, and 
looked back. Vida had caught up to him. 
She flung her arms about him and lifted her 
face to his. 

I didn’t mean it!”’ she sobbed. “I didn’t 
mean it! I don’t care what you do! Do what 
you want. Only love me! Love me!” 

For a moment he hesitated; all his resolu- 
tions swept away from him. What did it 
matter, after all? He was a free agent; so to 
all intents and purposes was she. What was 
this cold stupidity that was holding him back? 
What did it profit him? Life was sunny and 
warm and episodical, if only you could train 
yourself to forget. Ah, yes—just that! Train 
yourself to forget! But forgetting was a diffi- 
cult accomplishment. Why, he couldn’t even 
forget now! There were faces and lips even 
now coming between him and Vida. There 
was only one way to avoid interfering memo- 
ries and that was to make no more than you 
could help. No accusing ones, that is. Good 
God, here was one right before him . . . in 
its inception! Forming itself as he waited. 
Innocently enough he had been making it all 
these past weeks. . . . He was beginning not 
to be very proud of himself. 


HE felt the coolness of the deepening night 

coming through the windows. Some- 
where on the street outside a cab door 
slammed and a voice laughed. 

He raised his head. 

“No,” he said gently; ““I must go now. I 
must give you time and give myself time. No, 
it wouldn't be fair. Let me go, Vida.” 

She drew away from him, her hands hang- 
ing limply at her sides as if they had been 
hurt. Finally her fingers began to play with 
the folds of her lustrous blue dress. Then she 
clasped them beh‘nd her and stepped further 
back and, lifting her head, looked at him. 

“Yes,”’ she said coolly, “you'd better go. 
And don’t worry about me. It i isn *t me 
you've been thinking about, anyhow, it’s your- 
self. In all your life you have never thought 
of anything else.” 

It was as if before his eyes had occurred a 
transfiguration actual and startling; as if the 
texture and expression and even coloring he 
had come to know had dropped slowly to her 
feet like a discarded garment and she stood 
clothed once more in the indifference and 
coldness of their first meeting, and he felt, 
with a pang of regret, that as far as he was 
concerned she would never again don the 

| more glowing vestments. 

He went over to the table awkwardly and 
picked up his cane. “ Please!’’ he said. 

She sighed as if the interview was testing her 
forbe arance. 

Good night, then,”’ he added, and touched 
her hand, and left the room. 

He dared not look back from the hall be- 
yond. Wings seemed to be beating about him 
as he went down the stairs and out of the door 
and into the street. 


UILIAN reached Madison Place long after 
midnight. The heavy foliage rustled 


| with a wind from the sea. He let himself into 


the cool spaciousness of his father’s house and 
climbed slowly up to his room. He turned on 
the lights by the mirror, and for a moment or 
two wandered aimlessly about, laying his cig- 
aret case on a table, his watch on another. 
He picked up a book and put it down again. 
When he had taken off his coat he went over 
to the mirror and, leaning both elbows on the 
bureau, stared into the glass with an intent- 
ness, youthful and not indulged in for many 
years. 

“You damn fool!” he said, below his 
breath, witheringly. “You ass! You've 


| never been in love with a woman since you 


were born. You don’t know what love is. 
You've never done a direct and simple action 
since you were five. You were told a fact a 
little while ago . . . you're in love with your- 
self and your own thoughts and your own 
emotions.” 

The revelation held him breathless for a 
while. He stepped back, his eyes still upon 
the mirror. 

“That's true!” he said, softly but out loud. 

He began quietly to undress. He became 
more aware of the night. For some reason, he 
was infinitely more calm and at peace. Sitting 
upon the edge of the bed, he thought: “I'll 
go to Hibernia to-morrow. I'll go the first 
thing in the morning. I need space to size 
myself up.” 


Hibernia, 

Slaton-on-Hudson, 

Friday, May 2oth, ro21. 
Dearest: (The invocation had been trouble- 
some. He wasn’t quite sure how to begin. He 
wanted something sufficiently ardent, but not 

too compromising.) 

“T have been here four days, and all that 
time I have done nothing but think of you and 
1 of our problem. To me it seems such a simple 


Burt’s 


- 


Novel 


(Continued from pave 124) 


problem; so easily righted. And I am sure it 
will seem the same to you when you give your- 
self leisure to consider it. To put it shortly, 
here we are: on the one side you, with a hus- 
band you do not love and who, so you say, 
although it is difficult for any one to imagine it, 
does not love you—surely an insupportable 
condition; and, on the other hand, myself, 
a completely free agent. I love you and am 
willing to spend the rest of my life in proving 
it. What more is necessary? 

“Try as I may, I can find but one valid rea- 
son (it did not seem to him valid; but it was 
necessary to be tactful with an ingrown prej- 
udice) that stands in the way of our happi- 
ness, and that is your religious belief. But 
certainly such an objection can be got around, 
and certainly no just God or church meant any 
such measure to increase the already too large 
total of human misery. Where is the logic 
to a suffering that need not be endured? Long 
ago the intelligence of mankind arrived at the 
conclusion that divorce is no evil where no 
breaking of loyalty is involved. Loyalty, 
after all, is the fundamental question. At the 
age of thirty-five I have pretty nearly decided 
that on the whole it is the one thing that 
matters; the determining factor. Loyalty to 
yourself; loyalty to other people. But you 
have already said that you owe the man 
whose name you bear no loyalty. What then 
troubles you? God, or whatever there is, 
didn’t intend people to be unhappy. That 
isn’t religion; that’s devil worship. 

There will be no social penalty attached— 
if you dread that; but I doubt if you do—nor, 
and we are no longer children and can speak 
of such matters frankly, any material penalty. 
You will be better off than you are now. My 
family, especially my father, will not stand in 
my way when I explain matters, and very soon 
I shall be embarked upon a career which will 
make me even better able to take care of you. 

“Say yes. When I hear from you I will 
come back to New York immediately. The 
memory of your lips and arms surrounds me; 
encompasses me. I shall wait breathlessly for 
your letter. 

“Meanwhile, I wish you could see this old 
red brick house, as I see it at this moment from 
the arbor in which I am sitting. It seems 
somehow the end of a quest in itself; an answer 
to all restlessness and wandering. I am facing 
the back of the house where, upon trellises, 
above a terrace which leads down to a sort of 
formal garden, there is a mass of purple wis- 
teria in bloom, and below the wisteria, yellow 
as buttercups in the sun, what they call, I 
think, Golden Basket. At all events, a 
most gay, cordial, nine o’clock of a morning 
flower; brave and aureate. And in the formal 
garden at the foot of the terrace and the stone 
balustrade—that’s the right word, isn’t it? 
I mean a low wall of a coping and short, 
portly balusters—are tulips and irises and for- 
get-me-nots and lilac bushes, white and grape- 
blue; and even some snowballs, out earlier, I 
understand, than they should be because of 
the advanced season. But my botany is bad. 
All I know is that the occasion is very moving 
and colored and sweet smelling. 

“But I have written you at tremendous 
length, and must stop; and I seem to have 
written you a great deal about scenery when 
you, and you alone, are the subject of this 
letter. Yet when I love things I mix them all 
up together, and I am thinking of this house 
with you in it. I think you will love it as I 
do. Somehow, between you and this place, 
I am recapturing a large part of the thrills of 
my nonage. 

““Good-by, my blessed one. I could not 
sleep last night because of you. GUILIAN.” 





YOUTHFUL gesture, no doubt; under 

the circumstances a dangerously quixotic 
one; but Guilian had decided upon it deliber- 
ately. 

However, stirred up as all men of imagina- 
tion are by the acceleration of words, their 
tom-tom quality, he had gone beyond his 
deliberation and had composed a poetic letter 
as well, a letter more dangerous than it need 
have been; had warmed to his task as he pro- 
ceeded. The “blessed one” of the conclusion 
had been considerably easier than the super- 
lative of the beginning. When he was through, 
he wasn’t sure but that he had meant every- 
thing he had written. 

The afternoon of the following day, a Sat- 
urday, he went down to the village, four miles 
away. in the battered Ford station-wagon for 
the late mail, as that was the quickest method 
of obtaining it. 

he mail was distributed, and out of the 
bundle which Guilian received, he saw dis- 
tinguishing itself from the others the letter 
from Vida he was expecting—a square gray 
envelop addressed in the familiar upright 
childish hand. 


“My DEAR GUILIAN: 

“T cannot make you understand. Why, 
after all, should I try? It is only too obvious 
from what you have done and the way you 

(Continued on page 128) 
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For your Draperies, 
Furniture, Walls 


The glorious colors of fall foliage are found in 
KAPOCK. Its range of delightful tones blend 
KAPOCK with any color scheme. Silky of tex- 
ture, richly decorative, KAPOCK gives an atmos- 
phere of refinement and correctness. Of equal 
importance is its economy; sunfast, tubfast, durable 
and its double width permits splitting. 

Send toc in cash for New Drapery ‘““KAPOCK 

SKETCH BOOK” beautifully illustrated in color. 


A. THEO. ABBOTT & CO. 
Dept. J Philadelphia, Pa 
Be sure it’s KAPOCK. Genuine 
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i Soon all summer will be gone—gone with the 
3 sinking sun. And with it will pass the happy 

days of week-ends in the country. 


May we suggest that now is a splendid time to 
show your appreciation to your summer host- 
ess with a piece of beautiful silverware such 
as you will see displayed at this establishment? 


Mail orders will be promptly 
and accurately filled. 


Theodore B. Starr, Inc. 


Established 1862 
l Jewelers and Silversmiths 


Fifth Avenue and Forty-Seventh Street 
New York 
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_Appropriate Sun 
Room Jurniture, 


No furniture is more interestingly 
appropriate for the sun room than 
Northfield’s groups in fibre. 


The woven texture of fibre furni- 
ture is happily unconventional. 
Flowing design lines and soft cush- 
ions suggest homey comfort. 
Bright coverings and details of 
decoration contrasted with the 
finish bring interesting color into 
this open room. Northfield fibre 
furniture finds a perfect setting 
in the sun room. 


And there, wholly concealed with- 
in the Northfield davenport, is 
an extra bed for which most small 
homes and apartments have no 
extra room. This full size bed is 
made ready for use almost instantly 
with little effort. And during the day 
the soft, low seated davenport displays 
most excellent style and appearance. 
Finishes, coverings, and decorations for 
Northfield fibre have been chosen and 
executed by a nationally recognized 
interior decorator. Good taste and ap- 
proved style are thus assured. 

Your furniture dealer invites your in- 
spection of various Northfield groups 
in fibre, overstuffed and period designs. 

A booklet, “The Davenport With 


a Secret,” sent on request. 


THE NORTHFIELD COMPANY 
Makers of Good Furniture 
SHEBOYGAN, WISCONSIN 


Every genuine North- 


field piece bears the 


‘Northfield 


trade mark. 


Northfield 
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(n Promenade at Deauville. 


To be superlatively well dressed at Deauville. 
one must interpret the promenade spirit by 
colorful chapeaux in vivacious styles—with a 
touch that is dashingly negligent—the Meapow- 
BROOK mode. 

Correct at Deauville, Meadowbrooks — in 
colors born of California sunshine —are equally 
in the spirit of the country club, the seaside 
and summer days everywhere at home. 

Abroad, as at home, Meadowbrooks are 
found in those stores where one expects the 
best. A wide selection, attractively priced, in- 
vites possession of a Meadowbrook to match 
each sports costume. 


S:Mon MILLINERy Co 
883 Market St., 


EASTERN SALES OFFICE 







San Francisco 


Louis Strauss & Son 
15 West 38th St., New YorkCity 





California 
SPORT HAT S 
Town and Country 





Struthers 


write that you do not love me. If you did, 
you would understand me better, and, pos- 
sibly (this made him shamefacedly angry) you 
would not describe at such length the scenery 
of the Hudson Valley, which I know very well. 
Why should I sacrifice a secure present, and 
one I have arranged with some care, for a 
future that—since you do not love me—would 
be anything but secure? Even if it could be 
done? But it can’t. There is no use discuss- 
ing that. Arguments do not destroy my 
beliefs. 

“You need not come to see me. 
only be unhappy. 

“Tam sorry I did what I did—I should have 
known better. 

‘“*Good-by. I wish you all the happiness in 
the world, but for your own sake I advise you 
never again to put a woman in the position 
in which you have put me. VIDA. 

“P.S. It is so strange. I do not think I 
am selfish especially. I demand so very little 
of life. I cannot even get that.” 


It would 


ELF-PITY;; self-righteousness; a most in- 

genious, if only partially conscious, strik- 
ing at the susceptible places in another per- 
son’s pride. Guilian set his foot to the Ford 
and that extraordinary product of the human 
mind lez iped like a horse and swirled through 
the village in a cloud of dust and up the wind- 
ing road towards Hibernia, and past that 
place, lost in its elms, into the shaded road 
that led to the sloping heights beyond. 

Finally Guilian stopped the Ford and lit 
a cigaret and for a while regarded the land- 
scape inimically. Gradually, under the sooth- 
ing influence of the peaceful countryside, his 
set face relaxed. 

His emotions were mixed; yet, when all was 
said and done, there was a quite clean-cut, sim- 
ple regret at losing what, until very recently, 
had been a charming companionship. Tempo- 
rarily the future looked empty. (Guilian kept 
in the background what was really the most 
important feeling of all, the subcutaneous 
small exultation at being free and through no 
defection of his. Possibly there are young 
men under twenty-five frank enough to openly 
rejoice in such escapes, but not any man 
touched by the Viciorian tradition, however 
lightly.) Free or otherwise, the complete un- 
friendliness of Vida’s letter depressed him. 

He drew out the crumpled gray sheets and 
very slowly tore the sheets and envelop into 
tiny pieces and placed the pieces in his pocket. 
Some crows flying across the near foreground 
loosed their sardonic laughter at him, and from 
the well of placidity below there arose the 
tinkling of cowbells. A round white cloud 
drifted over the hills to the west and dragged 
its shadow bumpingly over the sleeping land. 
The soft clop-clop of a walking horse on the 
road behind him caused Guilian to half face 
about. A girl in a gray coat and gray riding- 
breeches was approaching the car on a sorrel 
mare. Her eyes were fixed on the distant view. 

The tread of the horse drew nearer and came 
abreast and altered to the stretching of chains 
and munching of bits that indicated that the 
rider had paused. 

There was a moment’s silence, and then a 
fre sh, crisp, unembarrassed young voice said, 

“You're Guilian Eyre, aren’t you? 

Guilian raised his eyes. Looking down at 
him was... Why, yes! Certainly! The 
girl—what was her name? Lael. . . Lael 

. Lalite Satori, he had met weeks ago at 
that dancing place! The rude girl. Oh, curse 
rude girls! Curse all women! They even 
bothered you in places like this! A univer- 
rs of distaste for women oppressed him. 
> he said dryly. “I’m Guilian Eyre. 
W hi it can I do for you?” 

“Are you trying to be wunple asant?’’ she in- 
men disinterestedly. “Tf you are, I sha’n’t 
bother you.” Despite the brave sophistica- 
tion of her words, her mouth trembled. 


UILIAN was abruptly alarmed lest re- 

venge had gone too far; besides, he hadn’t 
been prepared for this entirely candid and 
disarming method of approach; and the girl— 
when you looked at her closely—was rather 
pathetically young. 

“Oh, no!” he protested hastily, half rising 
from his seat. “Please! had no intention 
whatever of being rude. Really! I simply did 
not recognize you. I’m so sorry ... You're 
Miss Satori, aren’t you? I met you ‘at “3 

“*Marcel’s. And you did recognize me.” 

“Ves, that’s it—Marcel’s. And I really 
wanted to know if I could help you in any way. 
Can I?” He looked up, smilingly hesitant. 
His eyes were troubled under lowered lashes. 
He was unaware what a small-boyish engag- 
ing appearance this trick gave him. 

‘Your sister, Drusilla, told me you were 
here. I had a letter from her this morning 
y m a great frie nd of hers, you know.’ 

“Yes, I know.’ 

“She told me you were over at your old 
place, and that I was to be nice to you, but— 
maybe you're hard to be nice to. What I 
really spoke to you for was... Have you 
got a cigaret?’ 
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Guilian searched his pockets. ‘Lots!’ he 
said. ‘‘I hope you like the kind I smoke. Get 
off and sit here with me and smoke peaceably. 
We'll admire the view together. Wait a 
moment; I'll help you down.”” He made a 
motion to descend. 

“Oh, thanks awfully!” she retorted ironi- 
cally. ‘I’m very enfeebled and need help.” 
She slid lightly to the ground and holding her 
horse's reins in one hand, climbed into the seat 
beside him. “I left my cigaret-case at home,” 

she explained. 

“Tt is a nice view,” she said, when she had 
settled herself comfortably and had stooped 
her head to his match. “I come here often. 
I’m staying with the Gateses—just beyond 
you. Mé irion is a great crony of mine. But 
she doesn’t ride, and I do, so I steal off almost 
every day, afternoon or morning. See that 
house ’way off there to the left, the one with 
a green roof? The most unpleasant fat boy 
lives there; he’s very rich and wants to marry 
Marion. He comes over almost every night, 
and I go out and sit on the terrace by myself.” 

‘There’re no Gates young men?” concluded 
Guilian. 

She approved of him. “ You’re like Drusilla. 
No, there’re no Gates young men. There 
are two younger brothers away at boarding- 
school, and Marion, and her father and 
mother. And Mrs. Gates doesn’t dare like me 
because she thinks I’m wild; and Mr. Gates 
doesn’t dare like me because he thinks his wife 
might think him wild, so I’ve only Marion, 
and that’s in the intervals between the fat 
boy. Marion’s my age—we’re twenty-three. 
But then I’ve stopped liking men, except 
collectively. I stopped two years ago. 

“Gracious!” said Guilian. ‘How young 
to be wild! And how young to stop liking 
men—except collectively.’ 

“You mean, how old to be foolish. Do you 
think a girl of twenty- three young? How in- 
experienced you are! 

‘T think they're piebald—young in spots, 
that is. But perhz ips [I’m all mixed up. You 
see, I’ve been running around with women 
over thirty, and of course they get younger 
every year. Are you very wild?” 


= turned her long gray eyes upon him. 

No, of course I’m not. But some peo- 
ple think so because I insist that legs were 
meant to get about on and eyes to see with 
I suppose you are extremely Tennysonian?” 

Guilian noticed, however, that despite the 
lightness of her manner two small lines ap- 
peared at either side of her mouth as she closed 
her lips. Evidently the subject with her was 
not altogether a gay one. 

“Frightfully!” he replied. “Women ought 
to be kept in their place, only the trouble is 
no one through all the ages has found out just 
what that place is. However, I’m here to 
study the younger generation, to which, I 
understand, you belong, and I’m open to con- 
version. I remember a small Marion Gates 
years ago—a solid little girl.” 

“She's still solid, but she’s very pretty. I 
should hate the fat boy to marry her. For one 
ting their combined wealth would be appal- 
ing 

‘The Gateses are as plutocratic as ever?” 

“More so.” She sighed, and, crossing one 
slim knee over the other, leaned back and 
inhaled her cigaret. Her throat, rising from 
the open collar of her white shirt, was the 
color of tinted ivory. There stirred from her 
the sweet, faint warmth of young blood and 
exercise. 

“Does this seem very peaceful to you?” 
she asked at length. 

Very.” 

“Often in the city you don’t think there is 
such a place, do you? And four years ago you 
didn't think such peace would ever be possible 
agi ain. 

“You're talking about the war?” 

“Tam. Do you mind?” 

“No. I think the present attitude about it 
is silly. Were you in France?” 

“No, I was one of the homeguard, princi- 
pally occupied in breaking up homes, I sup- 
pose. I was only eighteen. I wore a silly uni- 
form and ran a motor-car, and thought if I 
didn’t step on a Ford the war would be lost. 
Like everyone else, about six times a month 
I nearly made a fool of myself. At one time 
I think I wanted to marry a sergeant of 
marines, but he wouldn't let me because he 
was thirty-two and had a wife and four chil- 
dren. He was a thoughtful man, wasn’t he? 
But I didn’t—didn’t make a fool of myself, 
that is; not altogether—I was luckier than 
some of my friends,’ ’ she concluded reflectively. 

“I suppose so,” said Guilian. “I was in 
France myself, so I didn’t have e quite so much 
time to be altruistically patriotic.” 


THe girl threw away her cigaret and locked 
her hands over her knees and stared 
thoughtfully down at the valley. ‘‘ Women 
haven't so many ways to be patriotic as men 
have,” she said soberly. “‘They usually think 
the only thing they have to give is some sort of 
(Continued on page 130) 
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Evensotinya break of the 
skin is a gateway for infec- 
tion. It is most unsafe to 
take chances with appar- 
ently slight injuries. 


The prompt application of 
a few drops of Absorbine, Jr. 
cleanses the wound, guards 
against infection and aids 
nature to heal more quickly. 


Absorbine, Jr. is more 
than a dependable antisep- 
tic. For the backache that 
follows intensive work an 
application of Absorbine, Jr. 
promptly relieves the mus- 
cular congestion and the 
accompanying fatigue. 

At most druggists’, $1.25, or postpaid. 
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accidents at home 





Even more valuable for 
bruises, sunburn, sore throat 
and similar affections, for 
Absorbine, Jr. combines 
in one treatment the germ 
destroying antiseptic with 
the healing, soothing lini 
ment 


You will like the clean, 
agreeable odor of 
Absorbine, Jr. It is not 
messy to use and will not 
stain like other liniments. 
It occupies a never-empty 
place in thousands of home 
medicine cabinets, ever 
ready for use in emergen- 
cies. 

Liberal trial bottle, roc postpaid. 


W. F. YOUNG, Inc., 335 Lyman St., Springfield, Mass. 
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Van Orden Corset Co. 


ENLASTIC is to the corset what 
the fabric is to a beautiful dress; 
what the leather is to a fine 
shoe. It is the foundation of 
quality—the basic product. 


KENLASTIC is the knitted elastic that has 
established the standard of quality 
and resiliency for all-elastic and elastic 
and brocade corsets. 

When buying fine corsets, women of 
discrimination accept KENLASTIC, the 
knitted elastic, as a guarantee of unvary- 
ing quality and lasting fit. 

JAMES R. KENDRICK CoO., INC. 

DEPARTMENT C 


Germantown Ave. and Pastorius St., PHILADELPHIA 
205 Sixth Ave., NEW YORK 
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A man cannot forgive 
this deadly little sin 


A woman may have a crooked nose or a muddy 
skin—and she can still be so charming that men 
will fall in love with her 

But men find it hard to forgive another form of 
unloveliness—doubly dangerous because it creeps in 
unrecognized to destroy that precious feminine 
qualitv—personal daintiness. 

Daily bathing cannot protect you from the un- 
pleasantness of underarm perspiration. Not only 
women, but men, too, now realize that the underarm 
requires regular, special care—care best given in one 
of these two delightful ways. 


at ODO-RO-NO 
the liquid corrective 
for excessive perspiration 
Millions of men and women, troubled 
with both excessive underarm moisture 
and odor, find in Odorono their one com- 
plete safeguard. Formulated by a phy- 
sician, it harmlessly and scientifically 
controls perspiration, which medical 
authorities agree may be done in limited 
areas without ill effects. Used regularly 
teveice a week, Odorono protects the under- 
arms and clothing from all odor and 
moisture. It is also an effective anti- 
septic for cuts, poison ivy, etc. At all 
toilet counters, 35c, 60c, $1. 


Creme ODO-RO-NO = 


a vanishing cream especially for odor 
Many people are troubled chiefly with 
underarm odor (bromidrosis)—caused by 
body chemicals, and hence do not need to 
check perspiration moisture. For these, 
Creme Odorono gives immediate, effective 
protection against odor for an entire day. 
Because it vanishes on the skin and is non- 
greasy, it will not affect clothing. Smooth 
and soft, it will not harden or ” 
dry. Men, too, like its conve- 
nience foreveryday dependence 
or quick, special use. Nice for 
traveling. Large tube, 25c. 
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If you are troubled with perspiration odor, use Creme Odorono. 
If you suffer with both odor and moisture use Odorono (liquid). 
Many dainty women and particular men use both, according to 
occasions and needs, w hich vary with the weather, nervous 
condition and even with changes in diet. 
Send 6c for trial tube of CREME ODORONO or 10c for samples of 
ODORONO, CREME ODORONO, and ODORONO DEPILATORY 
Samples free to any physician or nurse 


THE ODORONO COMPANY, 609 Blair Avenue, Cincinnati, Ohio 
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self-mutilation. What a queer time it was! 
And ever since we've been trying to get over it.” 

The girl stirred and looked at her wrist 
watch. “I must be getting home,” she said. 
“It’s almost half past five. Pity you haven't 
got a horse. We could ride back together. 
Do you ever ride? 

‘Yes, there're a couple of ancient creatures 
in the stable. I was out all yesterday after- 
noon.” 

‘Would you like to ride some morning be- 
fore breakfast? Any morning—every morn- 
ing? I can't get anyone to go with me.” 

Guilian was startled by his eagerness for 
early exercise. 

‘Indeed, I would,” he said. “If you want 
me to, I'll come over to-morrow. .. . - \bout 
seven.” 

“Splendid! I'll expect you. But you must 
come to see the Gateses, anyhow. They've 
been talking about you. Now, I must go. 
I'll w rite Drusilla you're behaving yourselt. 
\re you? 

‘Not notably so.” Guilian was gloomy. 
He suddenly remembered the torn bits of gray 
paper in his pocket. He had entirely forgot- 
ten them. 

Lael climbed down from the seat of the car 
and mounted her horse and turned his head 
back along the woodland road. Guilian 
watched the slim figure as it threaded its way 
through the green shadow and the pools of 
sunlight to where it reached the crest of the 
obliterating slope. Before it disappeared it 
looked around and waved a hand 

Guilian returned to his contemplation of 
the valley. To the east a new transparency 
was appearing with the lengthening irradia- 
tion. The masses of trees, the scattered 
houses, became more distinct, but the general 
outline of hill and level grew softer, showed a 
tinge of violet. Behind Guilian in the woods, 
a thrush broke into a dripping loveliness of 
song. 

O God, the world was _ beautiful—dam- 
nably, hurtingly, alleviatingly beautiful! And 
this urge to life—all about you; in the woods, 
in spring—young girls with gray eyes, and 
older women with dark discontented ones! 
What was it all about? 

Guilian felt overwhelmingly sorry for younz 
girls with gray eyes just beginning to plunge 
into the foam of the whirlpool. 


O Guilian the two weeks he spent at 

Hibernia had proved a valuable experience; 
a reconstruction, as he looked back on them, 
and, additionally, a discovery; a vernal clari- 
fying interlude with a background of pastel 
blue and green, coming just when such an 
interlude was needed, not only for his own 
more personal return to mental health, but for 
a general shaking-down of his wider view- 
points. 

In the lapis lazuli mornings, filled with the 
songs of birds and light cool breezes, he had 
ridden with Lael Satori, and most of the nights 
of full and waning moon he had driven his car 
over to the huge Gates manor-house, half a 
mile away, and had sat out on the terrace with 
Lael, or made one of a party of four in which 
Marion Gates and her plump suitor were the 
other two. 

Guilian agreed with Lael that Marion was 
much too good for her amorphous suitor. He 
had built up in his mind, the few times he had 
seen him, a sharp contempt for this suitor; 
possibly too sharp, since the suitor, at least 
in any spectacular way, was nothing if -not 
harmless. <A tall, pursy young man of twenty- 
eight, or thereabouts, who walked with a curi- 
ous motion of his hips and with his feet stuck 
out, and who stole about the country timor- 
ously in a magnificent foreign car. His name 
was Elliot Hammond, and he was the especial 
worry, quite unnecessarily, of a neurasthenic 
mother. 

Lael treated Elliot with a delicate and de- 
lighted cruelty. She wounded him with the 
thorn of her words and then darted away be- 
fore he could turn his slow head, leaving no 
tracks for him to follow. In her attitude 
towards him there was an echo of leprechawn 
silvery laughter. 

*She’s a nice little thing,” Elliot confided 
to Guilian, the last time Guilian saw him, 

“but,” he sighed, “not much weight. I won- 
der what will become of her.’ 

Guilian turned a cold eye upon him. 

* Does that bother you very much?” he 
inquired. ‘‘ Because I wouldn't let it. She's 
pretty enough to marry anyone she chooses.” 

The ghost of a dissenting—and reminiscent— 
smile (Guilian wanted to slap Elliot, for he 
knew the reminiscence was a lie) flitted across 
Elliot's broad face like a faint wind above a 
field of ripe hay. 

“You think so?” he murmured. He looked 
down at the wheel of the car in which he was 
taking Guilian home. “Besides, there’s her 
father.” 

“Charles Satori?” 

“Old Charlie. The most useless man of his 
age in America. Spent every cent of his 
money. When he isn’t playing bucket-shops in 


town, he’s playing with a bucket and shovel 
down at some beach with a chorus girl.” 

The description possessed the merit of a 
grim quaintness unlike Elliot’s usual style. 

‘Lael ought to get a job,” he continued 
judicially. “‘There’s no sense in her trying to 
play about with people she can’t keep up with. 
She's too handicapped, anyway, by her family. 
Roddie, her brother, isn’t much better than 
her father; and her mother’s an idiot.” 

“I’m glad I haven’t met them,” said 
Guilian. “I only know Lael. I should say,” 
he continued coldly, “that a girl like Lael 
had a better chance than most...” He 
didn’t want to talk about her to Elliot; there 
was something unpleasant about doing so; 
and yet he was persuaded to go on by a devil 
of curiosity and stubbornness. ‘She’s lovely 
to look at; she has brains; she has a good deal 
of character. What more do you want? Of 
course, like all girls of twenty-three, if she 
marries very soon, what she turns into will 
depend to some extent upon whom she 
marries; however, I don’t think she’ll marry 
a fool. She’s got one great gift, you know.” 

“What's that?”’ Elliot avoided a dog. 

Guilian’s eyes, suddenly turned upon 
Elliot, were penetrating. 

““A sense of humor,” he said shortly 

“She has?” Elliot was doubtful but 


“Well, her humor isnt going to help her 
much, is it? <A girl without money or real 
position is up against it nowadays. I’m not 
a bit keen about her hanging around Marion 
all the time. I told Marion so this afternoon.” 


UILIAN’S inspection so thoroughly en- 

compassed Elliot that Elliot became a 
mere dwindling speck in the center of the 
encompassment. 

“Oh, hell!”” he murmured, and turned away. 

“What?” 

“T said, ‘Oh, hell.’ ”’ 

“What did you say it for?’’ Elliot’s un- 
certain lips began to draw together into a line. 

“T couldn't tell you without insulting you. 
. . . And now, if you'll let me down at the 
gate, I'll walk the rest of the way home.” 

The car stopped, and Guilian descended to 
the road and grinned up at the driver. 

‘Elliot, my son,” he said, ‘‘ when you get to 
my age you'll find that beauty, properly used, 
is a more potent weapon even than wealth. 
If you’re wise you'll try to bribe beauty to 
hang around; it'll attract the intelligent. As 
for the rest of it, avoid gossip; sooner or later, 
it'll get you into trouble.’ 

The lady-apples in Elliot’s cheeks flamed 
into a deeper color. 

“It’s all very well for you to talk,”’ he splut- 
tered, ‘‘—and I consider your manner ex- 
cessively rude—but evidently you don’t know 
anything about Lael. She’s made a fool of 
herself ever since she came out three years ago. 
And she’s old enough to know better. She'll 
get a reputation if she isn’t careful.” 

Guilian sighed. ‘‘ Well, she never will be,” 
he said, ‘“‘—careful.”” He was still gravely 
kind. ‘Go away, Elliot. If I begin to raise 
my voice, I’m angry; I— You go away, 
Elliot! Hurry!’ 


E turned on his heel. Behind him he 

heard the angry sound of Elliot shiftinz 
the gears. He longed to kick Elliot. Elliot 
was kickably planned. His figure was de- 
signed for kicking. 

And yet he was annoyed with himself for 
having shown so much emotion. He had been 
given the choice of two evils; either to keep 
quiet and be ashamed of himself, or else to 
speak his mind as he had and convey an im- 
pression of greater fervor than was true. This 
entangling business of sex! One no sooner 
thought oneself free again than in some subtle, 
unexpected way one’s sense of friendsh‘p, or 
fair play, or pity, was once more involved. 
He had no especial right to worry about this 
girl, Lael Satori, and certainly no especial 
reason to defend her, and yet here he was 
doing both. He imagined, uncomfortablv, 
Elliot’s haste to return to Marion and con- 
fide, with the slight lisp that conquered him 
in such moments of excitement, his opinion 
that Guilian was more than merely casual in 
his regard for Lael. 

Guilian had come to the conclusion—and 
he didn’t know why he hadn't come to it be- 
fore, except that, as he now recognized, he was 
still very young and in many ways had been 
very slow in developing, due no doubt to the 
fact that he had always been too well pro- 
tected—Guilian had come to the conclusion 
that women, save for the rare woman seldom 
found and then purely by accident, were ham- 
pering. 

Strange how mistaken he had been about 
Vida, how deceived he had been in thinking 
that with her he had stumbled upon extraor- 
dinarily lucid and contented interludes, 
when all the while these interludes had been 
no more than avoidances of mutual disagree- 

(Continued on page 1 32) 
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tie is no Bed Spread 75 | YESS ee ee a en en Nn 
like the Dolly Madison. 

Its unusual texture and 
coloring not only beautify the 
bed, but transform the whole 
room. Combined with draper- 
ies, bureau scarfs, lamp shades, 
etc., of the same Dolly Madi- 
son Crinkle Cloth, they 
bring a quaint richness that 
cannot be duplicated by any other 
fabric. 


“When Wide Armholes eG 
Make Dress Shields 
Problem 





In dainty color combinations. Do not 
lose their lustre after washing and re- 
quire no ironing. 

Look for the label sewn in the corner 
to get the genuine Dolly Madison. 


GEORGE ROYLE & CO. 
Manufacturers 


Frankford Philadelphia 





sold at the better stores. If 
your dealer can’t supply you, 
send us his name and ask for 
illustrated booklet. Send 25c 
for doll’s spread. 
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| pe etd sleeves and wide arm- 
holes makeit verydifficulttoadjust 
dress shields properly, so Kleinert’s 
designed the Dress Shield Guimpe 
in the popular “‘slip-over” style. It 
is made of sheer white net daintily 
picoted around the neck and sleeves 
and with Kleinert’s Dress Shields— 
either white or flesh color—stitched 
in just the right position to give the 
needed protection. The Guimpe is 
very dainty and so easily laun- 
dered that many women buy two 
or three and wear them all the time. 
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The decided choice of women 

whoare particular about Style 

and careful about Quality. | are very popular in cloth or heavy 
! silk frocks in which the lining 


Because seventy years of Fisk | ’ needs freshening much oftener 


. than the dress. It is admirably 
leadership has made the name adapted to the lines of this sea- 
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“FISKHATS” synonymous | " son’s styles and will serve as a 
for helpful foundation for the home 
“Style and - dress maker. 
Quality Assured” One may choose shields stitched 
in or buttoned in so they may be © 
~ instantly detached for laundering 
pi Ry See the new models and a fresh pair buttoned in place. | 
at the better shops > Kleinert’s Shields are of many colors, weights, 
and sizes—let the saleswoman show you the sort 
best suited to your needs. <} 
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Imperial Tables 
are sold only 
through retail 
stores. Find the 
Imperial shop- 
mark before com- 
pleting your pur- 
chase. 
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J, is surprising how a few well chosen 
tables impart atmosphere and attrac- 
tiveness to the home, and there are few 
homes indeed that cannot be made more 
beautiful by one or more happily placed 
Imperial Tables. 


Imperial Tables are made in such a 
wide variety of appealing patterns and 
designs the homemaker has little diffi- 
culty in finding exactly what she needs 
to fill a definite desire. Skilled crafts- 
manship—more than sustaining Grand 
Rapids’ reputation as a furniture center 
—and carefully selected cabinet woods 
are among the outstanding merits of 


Imperial Tables. 


“Heirlooms of Tomorrow,” a profusely 
illustrated booklet, touching upon the 
tables of all times, will be sent you if 
you desire. Write Dept. D, giving the 


name of your local furniture dealer. 


‘IMPERIAL FURNITURE CO. 


FOR TWENTY YEARS AT GRAND RAPIDS, MICHIGAN 
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ments; avoidances that each day of increasing 
intimacy made less possible. But with Lael 
he was sure he had at last found a genuine 
friendship and a genuine placidity. He only 
regretted the disparity in age and the differ- 
ence of interests that would in the future pre- 
vent him from seeing very much of her. He 
recalled the dewy mornings when he had rid- 
den with her between the green shadows of 
maple and pine and oak. He believed the sat- 
isfaction and radiant quality of them was due 
to something in the girl herself; possibly a new 
power of womanhood; a fairness of outlook; 
a candor of statement and intent; an avoid- 


| ance of mental reservation; a willingness to 


| amber gloom of the trees. 


stand punishment or blame; attributes he was 
beginning to think were a part of the rising 
generation. 

This girl was a Rosalind. Even Marion and 
the despised Elliot had some admirable 
Shakespearean qualities—frankness, moral 
courage, a sense of adventure, a fine un- 
shockableness that made for a real understand- 
ing of life and of its hidden beauty. They 
were—well, one couldn’t go quite so far with 
Elliot, but leaving him out of consideration— 
the other two were strong-fibered and yet 
fresh and sweetly blended and delicately fra- 
grant as the heart of a forest. There was a 
new power—or rather, a rediscovered and 
amplified power—abroad in the world. 


HEN Guilian had reached the terrace at 

the back of Hibernia, he passed through 
the formal garden and took a path that led 
down through lilac-bushes and bridal-wreath 
to the little forget-me-not choked stream. He 
was still angry with Elliot—he wanted motion 
to accompany his thoughts. 

He crossed the meadow and, with no par- 
ticular destination in view, turned into the 
A scarlet tanager 
uttered its chip-churr, chip-churr and shot 
past him like an arrow tipped with flame. 
Underfoot the ground was starry with myrtle, 
scattered years before by some hand that 
loved the spring. He was studying the myrtle 
when he saw, walking quickly through the 
perpendicular maze of tawny trunks, a girl in 
white, and looked again, and saw that it was 
Lael. He had left her only half an hour before 
drinking tea with Marion. 

He stepped into her path smiling. She 
raised her head and stared at him for a mo- 
ment without speaking. His smiling eyes 
became grave. He realized that she was for 
some reason very close to tears. Two spots 
of color burned in her cheeks and her mouth 
was drawn into a straight line. 

“You wanted to see me?” he asked gently, 
his facetious greeting silent on his lips. 

She nodded her head. 

“Well, come along. We'll walk for a while, 
and then you can tell me what you want.” 

He fell in beside her and for a step or two 
she maintained her silence. 

“Something has hurt you very much?” 

She nodded her head again. 

“Can I help you?”’ 

She paused—they had come to the edge of 
the meadow—and put out a fluttering hand 
that touched his arm and was instantly with- 


drawn. Obviously she was making a brave 
effort to control herself. 

‘Go on.” 

“T . . . I don’t know why I bother you, 


| but you’ve he very good to me. 


“Oh, yes—wonderful! But go on. I un- 
derstand. a 

a . I’m_not kicking; I deserve all I 
get, but . . . Oh, damn!’ 

Guilian stepped forward and seized the 
slender shoulders between his hands and shook 
them with a fierce gentleness. 

23 “ Marion’ s done something to you? 

” 
es. 
“‘T knew she would sooner or later. 


silk to her buckram. What was it?” 


You're 


THE girl twisted herself out of his grasp 
and looked down. When she spoke it was 
rapidly and in a fairly even voice. 

“T told you I was no good,” she said, “and 
I’m not. I’ve been fooling you—all these fine 
things I’ve been saying to you. They are 
what I would like to be; but I’m not. I'ma 
darned idiot . . . only good luck has kept 
me from being worse. And I’m not kicking— 
I try to be a good sport; but these old things 
keep coming up when you think they’re all 
done with . And—and—I thought Marion 


was my friend.” 


She was studying the point of her white 
sandal as it dug a little trench in the soft 
damp earth of the path. 

Guilian nodded his head with grave sar- 
casm. “Yes,” he agreed, “you’ve fooled me 
horribly. I’m very ingenuous; I’ve led a 
cloistered life. What have you done, robbed 


| a bank?” 


She looked up quickly, half indignant at his 
levity; then changed her mind 
“Two years ago,” she said, 
fight than usual with my family.’ 
“That was natural.” 


“a had a worse 


“They said I was staying out too late— 
they didn’t like the people I was running about 
with . 

“Well?” 

“They said if I kept it up, some night they 
would lock me out. 

Guilian drew a deep breath and spoke softly 
to the trees. ‘The damn fools!’ he said. 
In his ordinary voice he asked: “And they 
did?” 

“Ves.” 
“Left you in the street?” 

“Ts 

“What did you do?” 

“Why, I went home with the man I was 
with. . . . He was an old friend.” 

Guilian thought that the silence that fol- 
lowed was unnaturally prolonged. He heard 
again the chip-churr, chip- churr of the tanager. 


“You mean .. . ?” he asked. 
“T sat up all night in his library. He was 
very kind.” 
“You idiot!’ said Guilian softly. “You 


blamed little—” He laughed helplessly. 
“sublime little idiot! You ought to have 
been spanked! I would have understood you 
better if you hadn’t sat up so demurely in his 
library. And you did this solely to make a 
point? Well, it was a silly one.” His voice 
suddenly became intent. “What sort of a 
man was your friend?” he asked sharply. 

“What difference does that make?” 

“A great deal.” 

“He was a very nice man.” 


“Oh, yes, I know that, but what age was 
he +; . @ mature man?” 
“About your age. 
“Then he wasn't a very nice man. . . . > .O, 


wait a minute! . . . Ora very wise one. He 
was a blundering bad man. If he'd been a 
nice man, he’d have gotten you into your 
house if he’d had to get a policeman to break 
down the door.” 

The color swept back into Lael’s face. “I 
won't . . . ” she began angrily. 

“Yes, you will!’’ said Guilian. ‘You'll 
listen to me until I’m done. Now mark 
what I say. This friend of yours afterwards 
did a lot of little things you didn’t like, didn’t 
he? Tried to make inroads here and there? 
Yes, he would. Ever since you’ve been just 
a trifle on your guard against him? Exactly! 
Well, that’s because he’s a coward, but he 
thinks if he’s patient enough some day some- 
thing will happen. I know his kind. 

‘Now to go a step further. How do you 
suppose this story ever got out? Your family 
certainly wouldn’t tell. Marion has just ac- 
cused you of it, hasn’t she? Elliot, of course, 
was her immediate source of information— 
some day I'll try to get even with Elliot, but 
how do you suppose Elliot heard it in the first 
place? Just remember, only you and the man 
and your family knew anything about it. 
Lael, think these things over—think .. . 

He interrupted himself and stepped for- 
ward again. “And forget them,’ he con- 
cluded, half-smilingly, very earnestly. *‘‘ For- 
get them, for they aren’t worth bothering 
about. They aren't important in the least. 
Nobody can really hurt you but yourself. The 
same impulses that made you do this absurd- 
ity . . . and other absurdities, possibly .. . 
are the same impulses that can make you a 
great woman. I don’t give tuppence-ha’- 
penny for a person, man or woman, who never 
committed a folly. Life doesn’t consist in not 
doing foolish things, it consists in picking 
yourself up afterwards. It’s only the fool who 
can ever learn to be truly wise, for he’s the 
only one who can possibly know how unsatis- 
factory folly is. There’s never been a stalwart 
good man yet who hasn’t met the devil; and 
the only person proof against evil is the person 
who has tasted its dryness. It isn’t morality 
that makes the mature person weather-proof, 
it’s boredom; it’s his or her knowledge of the 
infinite weariness of sin. 

“Don’t worry, Lael, my dear. You're 
getting over now the things that ten years ago 
women used to save up for the purpose of 


. ruining the middle age of their overworked 


husbands. But don’t you, especially, worry. 
I know what you are. I’m not a fool about 
women...” He hesitated. ‘‘That is,’ he 


continued hurriedly, ‘“‘ unless I happen to be in 
love with one. Come on, I'll take you back 
to the stile. You shouldn’t stay too long. 
You’re with people who don’t understand you 
and you’re much too good for them, any how. 
There, I’ve made my little speech. Are you 
going to forget about all these things? Come 


She obeyed him in silence and they walked 
back to where the four-rail fence came 
down the hill and cut across the woods. “ 
be back in town in a day or so myself,” 
said. ‘“‘I’ll come to see you. 

She turned towards him and put out a hand 
impulsively. 

““You’re a good man, Gilly,” she said shin- 
ingly, her gray eyes a trifle misty. ‘‘ You're 
the best man I’ve ever met.” 

“Good Lord!”’ said Guilian incredulously. 

She crossed the stile and was gone. 


(To be continued in the October issue.) 
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to natural color 
and keep young 


I ask every gray haired person 
to accept my free trial offer and 
learn how to bring back easily and 
safely the original color. I want 
them to learn without expense how 
a clear, colorless liquid, clean as 
water, restores the beauty of youth. 


I perfected this Restorer for my own 
use—to restore the color to my own 
hair, which was prematurely gray. 
And though I am no longer young my 
abundant hair is still admired. So I 
know from experience that it is folly 
for any young person to let gray hair 
brand them as “getting old.” It is 
equally unnecessary for those who are 
older to let gray streaks and silver 


Trial Bottle 


Restore your @ 





free trial bottle and make my famous 
convincing “single lock test.’”’ Note 
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HARPER’S BAZAR 


AFTER A MAN’S FIFTY 


Dana Gatlin’s Story 


(Continued from page 53) 


of a nuisance to find themselves, the very first 
day out, brought to an unscheduled but 
compulsory halt which promised to be dull 
and irksome. 

Something had gone wrong with the car, 
something Tutwiler could not locate, and at 
the garage where he stopped he was told the 
job would require three or four hours; it was 
a nuisance because this Connecticut town, an 
ugly little manufacturing city, held no attrac- 
tions that might embellish, for sophisticated 
tastes, a three or four hours’ wait. 

But there was nothing to do but wait. And 
it was while they were waiting—rather list- 
lessly “‘ shooting craps”’ at the town’s best but 
dingy hotel—that Johnny Tutwiler, out for- 
aging for Fayette’s pet brand of cigarets, ran 
into Donald Dunaway. 

Tutwiler didn’t recognize him at first. He 
saw a man approaching him on the street and 
noted him with merely the superficial regard 
with which one notes a stranger. But the 
stranger, staring at him hard, suddenly paused 
and extended his hand. 

“Why, by George—Johnny Tutwiler! 
Hello, Tutwiler.” 

Tutwiler shook hands, civilly but with a 
certain restraint, in the manner of one who is 
thinking: ‘‘ Who the devil are you?” 

The other laughed. ‘‘ You don’t recognize 
me, do you?” 

Tutwiler looked him over—there did seem 
to be something vaguely familiar about the 
chap; he was tall and thin, inclining to stoop 
a little; he had a fairish complexion, very 
pleasant blue eyes, and a really charming 
smile, but his clothes were poorly cut and 
worn almost to shabbiness—Tutwiler _pri- 
vately considered him rather seedy looking; 
and Tutwiler was worldly wise, metropolitan, 
slow and cautious when approached by stran- 
gers, especially seedy looking strangers. 

But that smile, something about the man, 
made his tone entirely amiable as he answered: 

“No, I can’t place you—but—” 

‘I suppose I've changed—we're all growing 
old.’ Tutwiler inwardly winced a trifle. 
“But I recognized you instantly—you’ve 
changed surprisingly little.” Tutwiler liked 
that better. ‘Yes, surprisingly little—it’s 
been fifteen years or more since I saw you— 
I'm Don Dunaway.” 





ONALD DUNAWAY! A confused jum- 

ble of recollections leaped into Tutwiler’s 
mind at the mention of that name—Donald 
Dunaway! Donald Dunaway was the man 
who had married the girl whom he, Tutwiler, 
had once almost fallen for. Janice Gager .. . 
Lord, it had been ages since he’d thought of 
Janice Gager, the sweet, joyous-hearted girl 
who lived in that tumble-down old place be- 
hind the tall hedge, the sweetest girl he’d ever 
known . . . Lord, but he’d been hard hit— 
it’d been a hard pull! ... 

He wondered whether she was still so in- 
describably sweet, what the years had done to 
her, what she was like now. . . . Her hus- 
band certainly didn’t look any too prosper- 
ous. Wait! Didn't he remember hearing that 
old Dunaway had gone smash years ago? 
Janice should have married a rich man; she 
deserved an easy time of it; she was so 
sweet... 

All this jumbling train of thought in less 
than the ghost of a second; then, after the 
scarcely perceptible pause, he put out his 
hand again, wrung the other’s cordially. 

“Don Dunaway! Well, I'll be blowed! 
What under the sun are you doing in this out- 
of-the-way hole?”’ 

“T live here,”’ responded Dunaway with a 
grin. “Bridgehampton’s not really so bad, 
you know—no place seems a bad place to live 
in when it’s your home; Janice and I both 
like it. We've lived here nearly fifteen years.” 

Fifteen years! Tutwiler felt an impulse to 
ejaculate again, but, restraining himself, po- 
litely inquired how Janice was. Her husband 
answered that she was well—‘ fit as a fiddle.” 
And then: 


“See here—why don’t you let me run you - 


out for a little visit? I've got my car here 
and it would please her to death. She speaks 
of you every now and then; she’s never for- 
gotten that summer you used to hang round 
The Maples, remember?” And the husband 
smiled a smile half bantering but entirely 
without malice. 

Did Tutwiler remember? He was amazed 
how vividly, all of a sudden, he did remember; 
and out of an oblivious blank of so many years. 
But he hesitated. 

“T’d love to go,” he told Dunaway, “‘but 
I’m with a party; we’re just killing time at the 
hotel while my car’s being tinkered up at the 
garage. They’re my guests, you see.” 

“Well, why not bring your friends along?” 
invited Janice’s husband hospitably. 

But Tutwiler demurred again; he didn’t 
care to take Fayette to see Janice, for several 
reasons. In the end, however, he allowed 
Dunaway to carry him off, after he had run 
across and made explanations to his own 
guests, who were a little disgruntled at his 
desertion and inclined to be inquisitive; he 


half hoped they didn’t see him as he climbed 
into the battered, rattling contraption Dun- 
away called an automobile and, catching 
himself at it, had the grace to be ashamed 
of himself. 


AS they rattled through those bumpy 
streets, leaving the ugly business section 
for residence blocks even more unprepossess- 
ing, he conversed with his host and gleaned 
something of the Dunaway family’s circum- 
stances. Tutwiler, thinking of all the luxury, 
of all the glittering promises that had once 
been his, felt acutely sorry for him. Must be 
awfully hard on a fellow—even though he kept 
up such a game, cheerful, uncomplaining front 
as Dunaway did—to suffer a come-down like 
that! A clerk’s drudgery and niggardly wages, 
a houseful of kids—from Dunaway’s running, 
cheerful talk he gathered there was a houseful 
—a never-ending struggle to make both ends 
meet, a sort of living from hand to mouth! 
The picture presented itself to easy-living 
Tutwiler’s imagination as inexpressibly drab 
and dreary. He even regretted in a way that 
he had so impulsively let himself in for this 
visit. And Janice—he began to regret that 
he was going to see Janice hedged in and 
altered by her misfortunes. He’d rather re- 
member Janice, when he did remember her, 
as that bright-eyed, joyous-hearted girl of 
long ago; as he could visualize her even now, 
as he seemed to see her with one quiet, brood- 
ing part of his mind. 

For all the while, strangely, in another com- 
partment of his mind which held itself de- 
tached and remote, he seemed to see Janice 
Gager again, to relive all the delights and tor- 
ments of that long-ago time. . . . 

She was then twenty-two. She lived with 
her widowed mother, a semi-invalid, on a tiny 
estate a short distance from the suburban 
country club where Tutwiler was playing golf 
that summer. Everything about the run- 
down little place stood clearly before his eyes; 
the friendly white painted house; the garden, 
with its flowers and benches at the rear, where 
Janice loved to work and which was the only 
part of the place she seemed able to redeem 
from the general air of neglect and decay; the 
stretch of woodland behind, over which the 
sun used to set; in front, the lawn grown rank 
and tall despite Janice’s efforts with the lawn- 
mower, and that tall scraggly hedge which for 
some reason he seemed to remember best of 
all: and, beyond the hedge, the road with its 
clouds of white dust, and on beyond the road- 
way, in the distance, a glimpse of blue water— 
the Sound. Never had water seemed so blue 
as the Sound that summer; nor skies so blue as 
the soft, bright sky which hung over that spot 
and that time. They were almost as blue as 
Janice’s eyes. 

Janice . . . in that aloof and hushed com- 
partment of his mind he saw her vividly; saw 
her lissom slimness, her deep gay eyes, her 
uncovered chestnut hair catching glints from 
the sun. Yet she hadn’t been actually pretty. 
It was something more elusive than mere 
prettiness which had made her charm. And 
not cleverness, for her talk had been as simple 
as the speech of the birds who ceaselessly jar- 
goned in the trees overhead. Nor any out- 
standing accomplishment that you could de- 
fine. No; she was different from all other girls 
because of something—something—oh, well, 
different because she was—Janice; because she 
was so sweet it was all you could do to keep 
from kissing her and telling her how sweet she 
was. And she gave forth that sweetness as 
unconsciously, as unthinkingly, as her busy, 
competent hands unconsciously and unthink- 
ingly performed their tasks of duty and kind- 
liness. 

Always plenty for those hands to do with 
the lack of money in that household and with 
that almost helpless mother. It was the prob- 
lem of the mother—bound to be a nuisance, 
not to mention the expense—that at last had 
brought him up sharp to face the situation 
sensibly. 


ELL, the upshot of it all was that he had 

bolted. He had stopped going out to that 
golf course—and a particularly fine course it 
was, too, and his dues paid up to the end of 
the season—a whole month or so before good 
golfing was over. He had been afraid to stay, 
really mistrusted himself. 

He remembered one day, one little episode 
toward the end. 

They were sitting, Janice and himself, on 
a bench in the garden, resting after some 
heavy work in which she had impressed his 
help—mowing the lawn perhaps, or perhaps 
even helping with the dishes—he’d been 
guilty of things like that at Janice’s! At all 
events they were sitting there, with the blue 
Sound in one distance and the woodland like 
a painted green landscape in the other, when 
Janice suddenly jumped up, plucked a blos- 
som, and fastened it in his lapel. That had 
frightened him a little; had frightened him be- 
cause such little intimacies were not usual in 
Janice and, even more, because he liked it so 

(Continued on page 136) 
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much—liked that fumbling touch of her fingers 
and the sense of her nearness. He had smiled 
up at her as he thanked her, but there must 
have been some constraint, some self-con- 
sciousness in his smile, because Janice had 
drawn swiftly back and said: 

“Oh, I'm sorry.” 

“Why be sorry when it was such a pleasant 
thing to do?” 

She hadn’t answered at once, and he had 
urged: ‘“‘You're not really sorry, are you, 
Janice?” 

“Well, I’m just almost sorry,” she had con- 
ceded. And then she had startled him by 
saying, quite gravely: 

“Why don’t you ever smile, Johnny? 
Really smile, I mean.” 

“Really smile?’’ he had repeated, bewil- 
dered. **What do you mean?” 

“Oh, I don’t know—but you never let your 
smile reach your eyes. And you're so very 
nice, you know—I can’t tell you how nice 
you'd be if you once let your smile come out!” 

And then, before he could feel uncomfor- 
table or displeased, she had suddenly drawn 
near again and with a swift, impulsive move- 
ment stretched out her hands and laid her 
finger tips gently against his two eyes. For 
a long, breathless space she held them there. 

“There, that’s better!’ she said, withdraw- 
ing them. “That’s a real smile! I’m glad I 
can make you really smile, Johnny.” 

She spoke gaily, but it had seemed to him 
that he could see far down, somewhere in the 
depths of her bright eyes, a strange unwonted 
something, a sort of softness and tenderness. 
She had gone on talking about other things, 
about her rather vague and remote ambitions 
to be a kindergarten teacher—that prospect 
didn’t seem to appal her, because she loved 
children; but of course she must wait until 
her mother’s health was improved. And she 
had smiled up at him and said: “It’s rather 
rotten waiting for things, isn’t it?” 

And it was then he had almost drawn her to 
him and kissed her, had felt an almost un- 
conquerable longing. 

Fortunately, sanity and a clear vision had 
returned to him; and he took himself by the 
scruff of the neck and forced himself to do the 
only sensible thing. He had sent Janice a box 
of roses or a book or something, and had told 
her he was going away on a long business trip, 
and then had absented himself in town. 


E had found distraction in town. Dis- 
traction sufficient to make up for the 
regretted golf course even though, for a time, 
it hardly sufficed to make up for Janice. But 
after a while in even this last respect his chosen 
distraction proved its efficacy; he had wisely 
selected the most efficacious antidote for a 
troubled and troublesome heart—a new affair 
of the heart. And his wisdom was doubly 
attested by the nature of his substitute choice 
a gay and sophisticated widow whose view- 
point on life was much the same as his own. 
And Janice had never known of his feelings 
for her. He had no grounds for believing her 
own feeling toward him transcended warm 
friendliness—nothing beyond that day in the 
garden, that occasional sort of soft tenderness 
in her eyes... . 

Well, anyway ... 

Well, anyway he had been glad, a year or so 
later, to hear of her engagement to rich old 
Dunaway’s only son—he had rather prided 
himself on his attitude. Anyway, Janice 
would flower and bloom under prosperity as 
sweet Janice deserved to bloom. 

And now he found her living in Bridge- 
hampton! 

His first sight of her was not specially re- 
assuring. His host, bringing the rattletrap 
machine to a stop before a medium-sized 
house of mongrel architecture—an almost ex- 
act replica of its unlovely neighbors all down 
the block—had guided him up the walk and 
through the rather jumbled appurtenances of 
the front porch to the door. Tutwiler, un- 
consciously but keenly appraising, had taken 
in the details of that cluttered porch; it wasn’t. 
exactly untidy—on the contrary everything 
looked scrupulously clean even to the faded 
swing and the chairs considerably the worse 
for wear, but the heterogeneous paraphernalia 
scattered about—a bicycle leaning against the 
wall, a tennis racket on a chair, a baseball 
bat, a litter of drawing things, and even a doll 
lying there in the hammock—all jarred some- 
what on his fastidious bachelor sense; he was 
used to the porches of his country week-ends 
where all the appointments suggested sophis- 
tication and grown-ups’ convenience and 
where children were kept in the background. 

Then Dunaway led him indoors to a cool. 
shaded room in the rear of the house; and 
there, sitting at a table, with a slim young 
creature sitting beside her whom she was help- 
ing paste snapshots in an album, was Janice. 
At first glimpse, for just a moment, it seemed 
to Tutwiler that it was the daughter rather 
than the mother who was the Janice he was 
seeking-~—this slim young thing, a true Janice 
the second as to vivid youth and bright hair 

| and eyes and smile, seemed more like the girl 


he remembered. For just a moment; then 
came realization that of course his Janice was 
old enough to have a grown-up daughter, 
realization that naturally Ais Janice must have 
altered with the years and grown old. 

Yes, she had changed, the years had marked 
her. That bright hair was now touched with 
gray; that slight, lissom figure, though still 
slender and graceful enough, had developed— 
she no longer looked a girl but the matron; 
there were little lines about her eyes, though 
they retained their bright blueness, and lines 
at the corners of her mouth, for all that her 
smile was unchanged. Yes, that was the same 
sweet smile! But she looked her years and 
looked, too, as if those years hadn’t been 
soft, easy ones; as he shook hands with her he 
couldn't help noticing that, though hers were 
carefully kept, the skin was roughened, the 
joints slightly enlarged—hands which had 
known actual work. 

But her greeting was so cordial, so somehow 
heart-warming through its own genuine 
warmth, that he quickly forgot to be critical. 
She introduced him to Janice the second, 
whose own manner wavered appealingly be- 
tween grown-up composure and a child’s im- 
pulsive warmth. And then, while husband 
and daughter looked on and listened, with that 
remembered quiet, warm joyousness of hers, 
Janice began talking to him about old times 
and old friends. 


THE room in which they sat, like the front 
porch but here in even greater degree, 
bore testimony to the presence of youth in 
the house—a ukulele left lying across the 
piano stool, a gay-colored sweater flung over 
the back of a chair, and even a pair of tennis 
shoes peeping out from beneath the sofa. And 
the furnishings here also bore the evidence of 
hard usage. Yet it was a pleasant room, 
somehow a very livable room. Cautiously 
looking around, Tutwiler tried to analyze the 
reason—took in the cretonnes, faded but har- 
monious; the bowls of flowers, ordinary gar- 
den flowers and in cheap bowls but admirably 
placed; the furniture all old and worn yet 
once chosen with excellent taste. Janice had 
excellent taste, always had had, and this must 
be the reason, he told himself, why this room 
seemed so singularly pleasant though so un- 
pretentious. Yet it seemed something at once 
more vague and more concrete than mere good 
taste. 

Presently Dunaway said he must be getting 
back to ‘“‘the plant,” and, promising to return 
for Tutwiler in an hour or so, departed. 

Then, when Janice excused herself on some 
brief but imperative household mission, the 
visitor was left for a few minutes with Janice 
the second—this tall, slim young creature, 
almost grown-up, who was absurdly Janice’s 
daughter. 

And with that quaint, engaging manner of 
hers, hovering between grown-up aplomb and 
childish impulsiveness, she said: 

“We were just pasting in some snapshots, 
mother and I—would it bore you to look at 
my snapshots?” 

So down they sat together before the littered 
photographs—pictures in which he now and 
then recognized Janice and Donald caught in 
informal poses, but mostly of younger people; 
boys and girls on veranda steps, on a tennis 
court, in a canoe—all the settings and all the 
poses characteristic of the kodak’s portrayal 
of youth. There were several of Janice the 
second; and several of a good-looking lad 
whom she pointed out with “That’s Don— 
my twin brother; he’ll be a sophomore next 
year—we’re awfully proud of him.” And 
several of another whom she explained as, 
“That’s Len, Leonard Marlin, Don’s room- 
mate in college. Rather nice, isn’t he? He 
lives here in town and is always running in— 
almost one of the family.” 

Almost one of the family! It was on the tip 
of Tutwiler’s tongue to ask whether it was to 
see his room-mate or his room-mate’s twin 
sister that young Leonard was ‘“‘always run- 
ning in.” To think of Janice Gager with a 
daughter who had a beau! 

Lucky for him, perhaps, that he refrained 
from badinage. While he scrutinized those 
pictures, that second generation of youth, he 
could feel young Janice looking at him; she 
was looking at him as children and animals 
and all creatures who depend on their instincts 
look at one when making up their minds 
whether or not to like him. Then, quite sudden- 
ly, she asked: 

“May I take a picture of you? I’d love to, 
if you wouldn’t mind.” 

But before he could answer she was already 
effacing her naive request in her most self- 
possessed manner: 

““Of course I shouldn’t have asked that— 
it’d probably just bore you.” 

Half amused but strangely pleased and 
touched, he was assuring her it wouldn’t bore 
him if she really cared to take the snapshot, 
when another and younger daughter of the 
house came in. Tutwiler couldn’t help an 
inward smile at young Janice’s slightly 

(Continued on page 1 38) 
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Lesson 
in 
Loveliness 
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Helena Rubinstein 
Beauty Specialist 
of World Fame 
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At her Salon, you may havea LessonTreat- | 
ment costing only $3.50, in which you are 

shown a method of beauty building which 


enables you to continue the treatment simply 
and scientifically in your own home. 
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These treatments—strictly individual and 
scientifically varied according to skin condi- 
tions—are devised to correct sallowness, 
freckles, sagging muscles, blackheads, coarse 
pores, wrinkles and similar skin affections. 
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to purify each pore, cleanse, massage and 
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Just ask your dealer to show you a LISSUE handkerchief. LISSUE is a 
guaranteed fabric made by the Tootal Broadhurst Lee Company, one of 
England's oldest and most famous manufacturers of fine textiles. If your 
dealer does not carry LISSUE, write us and we will advise you where they 
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New Style Corsets 
for 


progressive women 





| These new Robertas have been 
perfected to supply the figure sup- 
port required by nine women out 
of ten without the slightest re- 
straint or effect of “corseting.” 


Results are accomplished by in- 
serts of elastic in top and skirt 
and a few scientifically placed 
bones. Thus the glove-like, wrin- 
kleless fit which makes your cor- 


set seem a part of your body is 
assured. 





Roberta Corsets are made in two 
styles—the famous Laced-in-Front 
Roberta and the new Roberta 
Non-Laced Corset. 
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The illustration shows a brand 
new Laced-in-front model, made 
of figured batiste combined with 
suede cloth, the latest and most 
popular corset material. Gives the 
wearer avery flatbackand straight 
hips. The lacing section in front 
is exceptionally soft and pliable. 

Self -adjusting shield under the 
lacing prevents cutting. Style 
309/48 at $7.50. 


Roberta Non-Laced Corsets are 
priced from $2.00 up. Roberta 
Laced-in-Front Corsets from 
$4.00 up. The leading dealer in 
your city makes Roberta Corsets 
his leader and can show you a 
full line. Pay him a visit, have 
a fitting without delay. 
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maternal air as she presented “‘ My young sister, 
Beatrice—but we call her Bubbles. You may 
call her Bubbles, too.” 

Bubbles grinned. It developed that she 
wanted to go somewhere and play tennis, but 
couldn't find her shoes. 

Have you looked under the couch?” sug- 
gested the elder sister. 

\fter the youngster, somewhat abashed, 
had retrieved her shoes and gone, Janice the 
second, with that quaint maternal air, said 
apologetically : 

“T suppose [ should have scolded her a bit, 
but after all a home's to /ive in, isn’t it?’ 


UTWILER met and returned the smile of 

the elder Janice who just then reentered 
the room. 

‘You can see who’s my right-hand man,” 
she remarked as she laid her arm caressingly 
round her eldest daughter's shoulder. Then 
“But Janice is right—a home is to live in. 
And it's always seemed a pity to me to spoil 
youth’s carefree period with too much scold- 
ing. I sometimes suspect my youngsters are 
a spoiled lot—but I don’t care much.” 

‘How many children have you, Janice?” 
he asked; and when she told him five, he 
mentally gasped. How in the world had poor 
Janice and Donald Dunaway managed to pro- 
vide for five children? 

Janice told him she was sorry she couldn’t 
show him all her brood—though she didn’t 
appear to think five an inordinate number and 
spoke as though she were very proud of them. 
The “baby,” aged nine and evidently the 
owner of the dolls, was taking her nap, she 
said, and the next. stair- step up was away 
somewhere on a vacation-time visit; nor would 
she be able to show him young Donald— 
young Don had a job during vacation time— 
but she'd like to show Johnny his room. 

And she did, leaving Janice the second to 
get ready some iced refreshment for the guest. 
Don’s was a curious room, about as big as a 
minute, but so crammed with musical in- 
struments of every known stringed variety, 
with scientific devices including a home-made 
wireless outfit, with pennants and books and 
athletic equipment, and heaven knows what, 
that one could scarcely see the requisite bed 
and chiffonier. Janice seemed inordinately 
proud of that room; young Don had just fin- 
ished his freshman year at college, it devel- 
oped—had taken honors besides making the 
glee club and class baseball team—oh, he was 
a wonderful boy! 

Odd, to think of Janice Gager with a son in 
college! And then, following a closely pursu- 
ant line of thought, he mumbled something 
about how much colleges cost these days. 

“Oh, yes,” Janice agreed cheerfully, ‘and 
it was something of a pinch for us. But we'd 
been saving up against it for along time. Don 
simply must have his chance, you know—he’s 
really a talented boy—got a real streak of 
mechanical genius. 

Then, catching herself up, she laughingly 
apologized for her maternal boastfulness. 
And that was the nearest to a complaint he 
heard from poor, unlucky Janice Dunaway, 
the nearest approac h to a hint of her fallen 
fortunes, that “it was something of a pinch 
for us.” 

Marveling at her quiet cheerfulness, at her 
gaiety of spirits which utterly ignored the 
fact that anything had gone amiss with her 
life, at length he was driven to broach the 
topic himself, to reveal the wonderment in his 
mind. 

That was some time later, when Janice had 
taken her guest to the shady back porch for 
the last part of their brief little visit. The 
outlook here wasn't bad, was even pleasant; 
all the “grounds” the Dunaway residence 
possessed lay to the rear where there was room 
for a tennis court and quite a little flower gar- 
den. Of course Janice would have a flower 
garden! He remembered the old garden, and 
this tastefully planned, beautifully kept little 
patch of color was really charming; very rest- 
ful and pleasing to the eye. And as he sat 
there, sipping his iced drink, letting his eyes 
rest on those softly glowing colors and on the 
soft blue sky overhead, and listened to a dis- 
tant soft hum of voices and laughter some- 
where within the house, and talked with gay- 
eyed Janice there across the wicker table, 
kind of peaceful relaxation stole over cn. 
Janice, even though not beautiful nor clever, 
had always been peculiarly companionable. 





ANICE the second came and joined them 

for a little while; Tutwiler had admitted 
a touch of headache—motoring, and the heat 

and she brought him a flask of pungent 
headac he cologne. 

‘Try this, Mr. Tutwiler—just rub it on 
your temples and sniff the bottle now and 
then. 

Tutwiler obediently sniffed, smiling up at 
her. “Do you promise a cure?” 

“No, I don’t promise that; but it’s nice and 
refreshing—it'll really make you feel a lot 
better. Here, let me rub it on; you're too 
stingy with it!’ Tutwiler hardly knew 





whether it was the cologne or those gentle, 
ministering fingers which felt so magically 
cooling and soothing. 

“You see,”’ she went on, “I want you to 
feel better—so you won't refuse to pose for 
that picture. I’m selfish!” 

As though this young thing, Tutwiler 
thought, were the least bit capable of selfish- 
ness! Truly her mother’s daughter; an amaz- 
ing replica of the girl he remembered from the 
long ago—and not only in looks, in every deed 
and unthinkingly sweet motive. 

And that thought occasioned his comment 
after the girl had withdrawn: “Well, she’s 
certainly her mother’s daughter—she’s you 
all over again, Janice.” 

“T see you know how to flatter a mother,” 
Janice replied. 

‘How old is she?” T utwiler asked. 

“Twenty in August.” 

“She seems younger—in spite of that quaint 
motherliness of hers. A novelty to see a girl 
so natural and unspoiled these worldly days— 
nearly twenty!” 

““Ves—” and the mother gave a little ghost 
of a sigh. “‘That’s the hardest time that comes 
to parents—when they realize that their chil- 
dren are no longer children. 

“W ‘hen the young Leonards start running 
over,” Tutwiler suggested. 

Janic e laughed. ** Has she been making con- 
fidences already, then?” 

“Only showed me the snapshots—but I 
drew some inferences. Young Leonard, who- 
ever he is, is a darned luc ky boy.” 

“He’s a nice boy. Only a boy, however— 
they’re both too young, far too young, to 
start thinking of anything serious.” But he 
fancied Janice swallowed another half sigh. 
Then, apropos of nothing in particular, she 
added: 

“She’s taken to you tremendously.” 

“Taken to me?” For some reason that 
pleased Tutwiler to an unaccountable degree. 

“Yes,” affirmed the mother. ‘‘Janice’s al- 
ways friendly, but I’ve never seen her make 
friends so quickly and unreservedly.” 

“Funny—why should she want to make 
friends with me?” And Tutwiler was sur- 
prisingly sincere, just then, in that query. He 
repeated “‘ Funny. 

“Well,” and Janice laughed a little laugh 
partly bantering and yet not entirely banter, 
“*IT knew another girl, once, who wanted to 
make friends with Johnny Tutwiler. And she 
didn’t consider it a funny thing to want to do.” 


ND then, under the spell of that sort of 
relaxed contentment which seemed to 
brood over this spot, hardly conscious what 
made up that contentment and hardly think- 
ing what he was saying but half-smiling as he 
said it, he said: 

“Do you know, Janice, that I used to be 
almost in love with you—that I almost asked 
you to marry me?” 

She smiled back and nodded. 

“You knew?”’ surprised. 

“Yes, I knew. But I’m glad you didn’t 
ask me. 

“Why?’ 

“Because I might have married you—I was 
almost in love with you then, too, you see.” 

“And you're so sure you'd have regretted 
marrying me?” a little nettled 

“Well, I couldn’t then have had Donald 
and the children could I?”’ with her gay little 
laugh. ‘And I'd certainly hate to think of 
having just one life and,’’ her voice slowing 
and dropping a little, “‘missing Donald and 
the children. 

And it was then that Tutwiler, looking at 
her, measuring her obvious full contentment, 
couldn’t resist voicing the wonderment which 

had been growing in him this past hour. 

“Are you truly as happy as you seem to be, 
Janic e?” he said. 

“Happy? Why, of course I’m happy— 
though I’ve never stopped to think much 
about it. What makes you think I’m not?” 

“T don’t think you're not. Only,’’ it was 
hard to find the proper words, ‘‘only it seems 
such a darned shame that you lost your money 
when everything seemed so bright. And you 
must have had a deuced hard time of it—all 
these children and the cost of living and every- 
thing. It seems you’d have—" He broke off, 
not knowing exactly how to continue. 

Janice was regarding him soberly. 

“Tt all depends on what one thinks happi- 
ness 1s, Johnny,”’ she said gently. 

There was a little pause. Janice broke it, 
still speaking in that gentle tone: 

“T’ll admit that, in many ways, Donald and 
I have had a hard time of it. Things haven’t 
been soft—I’ve had to do my own washing 
at times—see, my hands aren’t pretty,”’ and 
she half extended her hands. those roughened, 
prominent- -jointed hands. “‘ But I was glad to 
do it—to do anything. It was worth it—Don- 
ald was worth it—the children were worth it.” 

“But you surely must regret the loss of 
your money, ” Tutwiler insisted. ‘Don’t 
you?”’ 

“Oh, of course, at times!’’ she admitted. 

(Continued on page 140) 
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in fifteen minutes 


NECTO RAPID is. specifically 
guaranteed to color naturally 
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desired shade in 15 minutes and to 
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met with disappointment and humilia- 
tion through having hair which was 
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Inecto Rapid is harmless to the had air or 
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pooing, sunshine, salt water, Turkish or 
Russian baths. It never rubs off and 
does not prevent permanent waving or 
any other hair treatment Many thou- 
sands of the leading hairdressing shops 
from Coast to Coast use and unreservedly 


the new Filigree—created by 
Whiting & Davis. Solid Gold 
or Sterling Silver wrought 
into mesh of silken fineness. 
Frames richly hand engraved. 
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endorse Inecto Rapid. In New York it 4 
is used by such ultra-fashionable shops 4 
as Hotel Pennsylvania, Hotel Commo- 
dore, Biltmore and Waldorf-Astoria. 
Every woman who is not completely 
satisfied with the color and texture of her 
hair should investigate Inecto Rapid. 
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Touch your Fingertips to your Cheek 





—Is your skin getting drier? 





Summer and out-of-doors and sports—joyous and oA 
wholesome as they are—are no respecters of complex- 
ions. Constant exposure causes not only a temporary 
sunburn, but also, unless one is careful, a permanent 
dryness of skin which is ruin to all creaminess and deli- 
cacy of texture. 

To prevent such a condition, use Sachets de Fraicheur. 
They are little bags of pure herbs, Squeezed in the 
ablution water, they soften and whiten the skin and 
prevent roughness and wrinkles. $3, $5.50. 


—and, just as the early morning dew 3 
imparts a delicate purity and freshness 
to the flowers in your garden, so this 
DEW will give to you the charm of 
daintiness—of freedom from even the 
faintest trace of an undesirable odor. 

You can use DEW at any time, for it dries very 
quickly—almost immediately—and leaves the skin 
cool and refreshed. DEW will not stain or injure 
the most delicate fabrics and it cannot harm the 
most sensitive skin. 
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The best druggists and shops have a supply of | Bustin: Creston T, Deubady, S61 Tssienn ae Wiis Booklet. When 
DEW. Ask for it by name. If you have any diffi- Vernon, N. Y.: Adeline Beauty Parlor, 34 East Third Street. in New York, 
culty in getting it, you may purchase it direct, in Cleveland: Halle Brothers. San Francisco: White House: visit. the Salon 
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CWhen once you have touched a drop 
of this rare scent, Mi Nena, to your 
kerchief, you are likely to wish 
that you m ight be the one 
woman inall the world 
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MI NENA is offered by the famous Parfumerie 
Rigaud, Paris,in Extract, Toilet Water, Face Pow- 
der,Single and Double Compacts, Rouge, Coldand 
Vanishing Creams, Lip Stick, Talcum Powder and 
Sachet. PARFUMERIE RIGAUD, 16 Rue de 
g la Paix, Paris, France. Geo. Borcretpt & Co., 

4 Sole Distributors, 111-119 E. 16th St., New York. 
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“We could have done so much more for the 
children. But we've always managed; and so 
long as we had each other and the children, 
the money didn’t mean so awfully much.” 

Tutwiler, fumbling tor a match tor his cig- 
aret, regarded her curiously; she certainly 
looked as if she meant what she said She 
started to continue: 

“I remember reading once,” then she 
paused. 

“What did you read once?” He was hardly 
aware he made his tone purposely indulgent. 

But.she must have caught the inflection; 
she flashed him a little smile half defensive and 
half apologetic, yet somehow entirely serious. 

“Oh, you wouldn't agree with it, and I’m 
afraid it sounds sort of preachy, but it has al- 
ways struck me as being terribly true I read 
once, somewhere, that we should enjoy ma- 
terial things as hard as we can whtle we can, 
because the period of getting enjoyment out 
of such things 1s so very, very short; when 
youth begins to go the only compensation for 
growing old is the reserve against age that 
we’ve stored up in youth—and this doesn’t lie 
mn material things.” 

“Well, material things have always looked 
pretty good to me,”’ he cried 

She nodded, unargumentative. ‘“‘ Yes, peo- 
ple look at these things differently.” 

Another little silence fell over them. Tut- 
wiler lay back in his big wicker chair, blowing 
out rings of smoke. Everything was very 
peaceful, yet, tor some reason, that earlier 
sense of contented relaxation he had felt, sit- 
ting here with Janice was marred; that ab- 
surd and unreasonable feeling, that something 
almost like discontent, yet craving—if it were 
a craving—tor he knew not what, was stealth- 
ily creeping back again 

It was he who spoke first. 

“I suppose I seem pretty selfish to you, the 
way you look at things,” he said, rousing him- 
self. ‘‘ Yet I must confess I've got a good deal 
out of life. And life still looks good to me, 
never looked better.” 

“T’m glad of that,” she said sincerely. 
Then, as she arranged the things on the tray, 
she smiled an odd little smile. ‘“‘ Do you know 
why I almost fell in love with you, Johnny?” 

“Why?” 

“Well, it will sound ridiculous to you, 
especially now. But I felt sorry for you.” 

“Sorry! For heaven’s sake, why?” 

“Oh, I don’t know. I was afraid you had 
the wrong view-point on things—that you’d 
miss happiness. But I’m glad I was wrong.” 

And Tutwiler’s answering smile tinged 1tself 
with a certain complacence to prove to her— 
or to himself—that she had been wrong. 


ET he was honest enough with himself to 

admit to himself, as he looked at Janice 
Dunaway, that she had found something in 
life that he had apparently missed. Just what 
was it? She’d had so pititully little except 
hard work and struggle, yet he couldn't fancy 
her ever being discontented. She was forty- 
one and looked her age, yet he couldn’t fancy 
her ever resenting, fearing, the accumulation 
of years. And despite her looks, despite her 
graying hair and those lines in her face, there 
was something about her—that unconquer- 
able joyousness of heart, that inner radiance 
of spirit and, more than all, some queer and 
unreasonable zest in life she retained—which 
prevented her trom seeming actually old. In 
some ways she seemed actually younger than 
Fayette! 

Shortly after that he took his leave. The 
Dunaways urged him to stay for dinner, but 
he demurred that his friends would be expect- 
ing him. 

Difficult to say just how honest he was with 
himself. Janice the second had said: 

“Oh, I wish you didn’t have to go! Don’t 
go!’’ That bit of naive impulse, that unveiled 
entreaty, warmed him again, touched him 
queerly. But as soon as he had smiled and 
murmured, “‘ But I must, you see,” she at once 
regained her grown-up self-possession, only 
saying with a kind of resigned hopefulness: 

“But maybe you'll stop on your way back 
to New York? Long enough to get the snap- 
shots, anyway?”’ 

And he partially promised, “‘ Maybe.” But 
even at that moment he was too cautious to 
give a definite promise. “In case something 
happens, I'd better give you my New York 
address—I don’t want to miss those pictures ” 

“All right. But I'd rather you'd come for 
them!” 

Somehow the peculiarly pleasant and warm 
feeling evoked by this young girl’s taking to 
him so spontaneously and undisguisedly lasted 
him all the way back to his hotel; lasted 
longer; rose and rerose, later, to complicate 
those already complicated feelings which were, 
of late, so inexplicably disturbing him. 

Yet after he'd got back to his own kind, his 
livelier more sophisticated friends, he found it 
difficult to feel as exhilarated as he wished to 
teel; he was conscious of a lack of spontaneity 
in himself—it dawned on him that he was 
forcing his buoyancy of spirits, forcing his 
‘good time.’’ Why didn't that stimulation he 


craved, that high-keyed ebullition, come as 
easily as it used to? What on earth was the 
matter? What did he want anyway? 

Well, it developed before the trip was over 
that there was one thing he did not, at all 
events, especially want. It was when Fayette, 
extolling the merits of the new car, remarked 
for the hundredth time that Tut had promised 
to give it to her when he was tired of it; 
averring that the possession of such a peerless 
beauty would make her the happiest person in 
the world. 

Perhaps her repeated hints had irritated 
Tutwiler somewhat; or perhaps—anyway he 
suddenly said: 

“Well, if this automobile’s the only thing 
you require for complete happiness, Fayette, 
it’d be a shame to deprive you of 1t! You can 
have it.” 

“Do you really mean that?” astonished and 
unbelieving. 

““Ves—it’s yours.’ 

‘ But you said when you were tired of it. 
Are you tired ot it already?” 

He shrugged. 

“Well, I must say you’re the most generous 
soul, Tut! It makes me feel selfish.” Then: 
‘“But maybe you want to buy another one— 
you can always buy yourself a new one, 
can’t you?” 

“Yes, I suppose I can always buy myself 
a new one. That's at least one thing to look 
torward to.” 


HE stared at him, somewhat nonplussed; 
Tut was showing queer streaks lately— 
wasn't nearly the good old scout he used to be, 
even if he had just made her this handsome 
and unexpected present. But thoughts of the 
handsomeness of the gift entirely dissipated 
her languor as, almost voluble, she reiterated 
her thanks and comments on his gencrosity. 
Tutwiler listened rather grimly. He was 
hearing again that phrase he had overheard on 
top the Fifth Avenue bus. Appreciation isn't 
quite so satisfying when one realizes that one 
has bought it. 

He knew—or at least thought he knew—one 
quarter in which he would not have to buy 
appreciation. But in the end he decided 
against going back to claim his snapshots in 
person from young Janice; decided against 
ever returning there. He had made and re- 
made many decisions before forcing himself to- 
fix upon the ultimate one. For with a sort of 
delicious agitation he found himself recalling 
and re-visioning Janice Dunaway’s daughter 
—Janice Gager come to life again, young and 
shining eyed and straightforward, and inex- 
pressibly sweet—and taking to him, hard-boiled 
old Johnny Tutwiler! Yes, she had taken to 
him—and he had been glad. With a sort of 
delicious agitation he realized that his parting 
moment with this girl had been a moment of 
warmth, almost of emotion; yes, of potential 
emotion, anyway. Perhaps, if he should go 
there again... 

Then he would draw himself up sharply. 
Getting sentimental again! What if he should 
go there again?—and what if things should 
drift toward . .? He was fifty-one and she 
was scarcely twenty. What did he have to 
keep and hold youth like that, real youth, 
genuine and unalloyed and unspoiled youth? 
What did he have to hold it even if he should, 
by some stroke of luck, manage to oust the 
young Leonards for a brief spell? That girl 
wasn’t the kind that money alone, and the 
things that money can buy, would inherently 
satisfy. And what else, what else of real 
worth, deep and abiding, did he have to offer 
her—Janice Gager’s daughter? No, it was a 
preposterous, an idiotic notion. All the more 
idiotic because born of a mere brief attraction 
to which he had spasmodically, unwarrant- 
ably submitted! 

But she was sweet, so very sweet; and she 
had “‘taken to him”; even her mother had 
noticed that. Perhaps after all... 

But once more he drew himself up short 
After all, what assurance did he have, on his 
own part, that the sweetness of this young 
Janice, even should he pursue it—perhaps 
capture it—would serve to make him happy” 
For his life all along had been built on different 
lines. Likely as not, after a time, he'd get 
bored—bored in just another way from the 
way he'd been bored lately; and would hanker 
after the old, free ways again; then there 
would be the devil to pay! Yes, best to stick 
to his own kind—can’t teach an old dog new 
tricks! 

Oh, hum! What a sentimental old fool he 
was getting to be! He was amazed, alarmed, 
at his capacity for folly. 

So Tutwiler proceeded to get himself in 
hand. He did not return to the Dunaways. 

Back in his own quarters again, Tutwiler 
was raising blinds, flinging up windows, ta 
remove that atmosphere of stuffiness which 
settles over a place for days shut up and un- 
used. The place had smitten him with an 
effect of dreariness when he entered; even after 
he let in the light and air, the aspect somehow 
was not strikingly cheerful. A handsome 

(Concluded on page 142) 
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STOUT WOMEN 


Dresses 
Coats 


Skirts 

Sweaters 
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Advance | 
Autumn Modes | | 


for Stout Women 


AN EXTENSIVE showing of 
Autumn Apparel artistically 
slenderized for women who demand 
ultra - smart extra-size garments. 
Designs which adapt the new and 
accredited fashions of Paris and 
New York. 


Sizes 39 to 56 


If unable to visit any of our stores, 
write to Dept. K2 for New Style Book 


fane Bryant 


26 W. 39th St., 21 W. 38th St., New York 
Hanover Place, nr. Fulton St., B’klyn 
DETROIT 

1452 Farmer St. 


CHICAGO 
Washington cor. Wabash 


















WRAP-AROUND 


| 4 your figure is of the “average 
type,” this Redfern Wrap-around, 
N/83,acorset with panels of unseam- 
ed silk elastic in place of lacings will 
fold softly about you blotting out 
every imperfection of contour. Once 
on, it is invisible—and forgotten. 


In brocade, $13.50 
In coutil, $6.00 


Send for booklet illus- 











trating Redfern W rap- 
arounds for stout-type 
slender-type, average- 
type and curved-type 
figures. 


Wrap-arounds are made 
only by the Warner 
Brothers Co., 347 Madi- 
son Ave., New York; 367 
W. Adams St., Chicago; 
28 Geary St., San Fran- 
cisco. Made also in Can- 
ada by Warner Brothers 
Co., Montreal. 
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Long Lustrous Lashes 
in 2 Minutes! 


HERE'S a wonderful liquid that makes 

even the scantiest lashes look thick 
and lustrous, the most unattractive brows 
well-arched and  expressive—instantly! 
Yet Lashbrow Liquid itself is invisible— 
and—deties detection. 

Lashbrow Liquid is waterproof—tears, 
perspiration or bathing do not affect it— 
it positively will not run, rub off, or smear. 
The natural oils in Lashbrow Liquid pre- 
vent the lashes from becoming hard and 
brittle. 


FREE TRIAL 


For Introductory purposes, we will send 
you free a generous supply of Lashbrow 
Liquid. And we will include a trial size of 
another Lashbrow product, Lashbrow 
Pomade, which quickly stimulates the 
growth of the brows and lashes. Clip this 
announcement and send it at once to 
Lashbrow Laboratories, Dept. 289, 
37 West 20th Street, New York City. 
Enclose 10¢ to cover cost of packing and 
shipping. 
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Remember the name None other genuine 
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Albrecht Furs 


SAINT — 1855 _—meESOTA 


207 here, oy - THIS MARK 
Buy Registered Furs THIS MARK 


THE ONLY FURS SOLD UNDER THE SEALED 
REGISTRATION PLAN 


Save 20% on Furs 
Before October 10th 


FASHIONABLE ALBRECHT 
FURS ARE PRICED VERY 
LOW FOR THE EARLY 
BUYER #© © 9 # 


‘‘Fur Facts and Fash- 
ions”’ is a valuable aid 
in choosing your fur. 
Beautiful Photographs 
show the appealing new- 
er modes and it gives 
the truth about Fur. 
For sixty-eight years 
Albrecht has served an 
exclusive clientele by 
Mail. Send 10c for 
Book Number 16. 


E. ALBRECHT & SON 


Sixth and Minnesota Streets 
SAINT PAUL, MINNESOTA 


rc > ‘ BE SURE 
Buy Registered Furs BE, SUR 


BRECHT REGISTRATION CERTIFICATE IS 
SEALED ON THE FUR YOU BUY 




















CORSAGE—For reduc- 
ing bust, waist, hips, back 
and abdomen. $17.00 


HIP BELT--For reduc- 
ing hips and abdomen, 
and improving figure, 

$10.00 





PANTS — For reducing 
hips and thighs. 

As illustrated, $17.00 
Ankle length, 19.00 











High belt, reduces hips, abdomen, o> 


phragm, and thighs . . — $12.00 
Arm Reducers, heakiee to elbow eo « « 10.00 
Shoulder to wrist . «s. See 
Brassiere—to reduce bust and diaphragm: 7.00 
Neck and chin reducer (as illustrated) 3.50 
Double chin reducer . . - - + + « « 2.50 


Reduce Your Flesh 


In spots— 


Arms, Legs, Bust, 
Double Chin, Etc. 


N fact, the entire body, or any part, can 
be reduced without dieting by dissolv- 


ing the fat through perspiration 
produced by wearing my garments. 


Unlike other methods of reducing, 
the first cost is the ONLY cost. My 
medicated rubber undergarments 
have been worn by men and women 
for twenty years. 






ANKLETS — For 
reducing an 
shaping the an- 
kles. Send ankle 
measurement. 
Per pair . $7.00 
Extra high 9.00 


Send for my illustrated booklet. 


JEANNE E. WALTER 
FAMOUS MEDICATED REDUCING 
RUBBER GARMENTS 
389 Fifth Ave., New York City 


Suite 605, Office entrance near 36th Street 
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HARPER’S BAZAR 


FETES OF UNSURPASSED 
MAGNIFICENCE 


(Concluded from page 43) 


was a sort of aviator’s cap made of shiny gold 
decorated by the same gray plumes, towering 
very high. Most of her beautiful diamonds 
were worn on her bare feet. 

One of Poiret’s masterpieces was worn 
by a blonde beauty, Mademoiselle Pauline 
de Saint-Sauveur, representing Aphrodite. 
Filmy rose-colored gauzes, exquisitely draped, 
revealed as much as they veiled. The lady 
was a vision of loveliness. She was _ hold- 
ing a portable shrine, made of wires and layers 
of rose gauzes, in the shape of a huge shell 
which came into the ballroom closed, but 
gradually opened to reveal Venus. 

Mrs. Lydig Hoyt had the honor of repre- 
senting the Stars and Stripes unofficially. She 
made a brilliant entrée with Drian. He had 
designed for her his version of a North Ameri- 
can Indian’s costume, black ostrich feather 
trousers, gold bands across an entirely bare 
back and masses of scarlet feathers on her 
shapely head. Her poise and beauty carried 
off America’s banner with flying colors. 

Incidentally, this was the ball at which my 

lacquer costume was worn for the first 
time. Red and gold. A magnificent golden 
parasol above my head. Drian’s sketch gives 
some idea of it. 

But enough of this memorable evening. I 
need space to tell you of other entertainments. 

The Grand Prix Ball in its fine setting, the 
Paris Opéra, was a memorable event. A gor- 
geous spectacle—the culmination of all the 
brilliancy of the Grand Semaine. 

The Opéra was, for the night, transformed 
into a superb palace, the dwelling place of 
Chinese emperors and empresses. Neither 
the grandeur of the scene nor the throng of 
spectators, the largest the Opéra has ever 
known, can be conceived. Restrictions as to 
costuming had, alas, been relaxed to such an 
extent as to have the black coats of men pre- 
dominate. They marred the effect consider- 
ably. No costume ball can really be success- 
ful; as a coup d’ail, unless fancy dress is in- 
sisted upon for everyone, especially for the 
men. 

As a contrast, vividly exemplifying my 
argument, there is the “‘Quatz Arts Ball,” 
where I had been a few nights before. This 
most famous of all artists’ balls in the world 
presents a unique sight because of its harmoni- 
ous setting, created by the uniformity of cos- 
tumes, or rather no costumes—in some cases 
consisting of ‘“‘not one single bead.” How- 
ever, here art and inventive genius reign 
supreme. This year’s invitation cards bore 
**Pompeii.”’ Pots of red paint, as well as yards 
of canvas and muslin, produced decorative 
effects which the Opéra, with all its splendor, 
could not achieve. 

Far be it from me to decry the magnificence 
of the Grand Prix Ball, for, when successfully 
carried out, such splendors are nearer my own 
heart than muslins, tarlatans and exhibitions 
of the nude. In spite of deficient harmony of 
ensemble, there was much to be admired. 

On the stage at midnight an ambitious en- 
tertainment took place. A big staircase of 
some twenty-five or thirty steps covered in 
black velvet extended across the entire width 
of the stage, from which brilliantly costumed 
figures descended. 

This year’s scheme represented Louis 
Fifteenth and his court receiving envoys from 
the East, from a fantastically conceived India, 
from China and Japan. 

Cécile Sorel, ever a wonderful picture, ap- 
peared as Madame de Pompadour, disguised 
in Chinese fancy costume. She wore upturned 


_Tubies, 


pagoda-shaped panniers, draped in gold 
gauzes. Large squares of gold paper decorated 
by scarlet feathers were placed about the skirt, 
a bevy of wondrous butterflies. She was 
accompanied by Stowitts, the well-known 
American dancer, and followed by ten negroes, 
carrying huge golden palm trees, to which 
exotic looking scarlet and green melons were 
attached. She and Stowitts had worked out 
a stately dance, down the thirty steps, with 
the forest of golden trees at the back of them, 
the effect being quite astounding. 

In other scenes depicting Chinese emperors, 
their consorts, and their courts, most of Paris 
society figured, costumed and resplendent. 
The most famous society leaders vied with 
one another in inventing original and becom- 
ing raiment. The Baroness Henri de Roths- 
child, for instance, had arranged for a large 
group of her friends to represent her own col- 
lection of blue porcelain, Bleu de Chine, one 
of the successes of the evening. 

The most sensational and certainly the most 
original conception of all the groups was the 
collection of Chinese rock crystal figures in 
a glass case, arranged and shown by Count 
Etienne de Beaumont. All costumes, ten in 
all, were executed in silver gauzes, carved 
crystals, and principally in cellophane, a 
gelatinous texture, admirably imitating crys- 
tal. The costumes in this group had all been 
executed by Madame Wormser at Chéruit’s 
and by Madame Vionnet, herself. 

My costume in this group had been made by 
Madame Wormser personally, the first time 
the house of Chéruit had designed for mere 
man. For a change my face was silvered, 
powdered heavily with iridescent dust, spark- 
ling and shimmering like mother-of-pearl. 
Some of the ladies, whose faces were similarly 
decorated, added to this pale green and pale 
blue shadows, giving them an exotic and quite 
unearthly beauty. 

All these shimmering and fantastic costumes 
had been inspired by Count de Beaumont’s 
artistic designs and illumined by the great 
Loie Fuller, herself, a rare combination. 

Fortunately, the Grand Prix Ball at the 
Opéra happened a week before the Féte at 
Versailles, for there is no shadow of doubt 
that the Opéra Ball, although it netted over 
half a million francs for charity, was eclipsed 
by this most brilliant spectacle of the Paris 
season, the Féte Merveilleuse, as it was named, 
given in the famous Galerie des Glaces, in the 
Chateau de Versailles. 

The leading personalities in society and all 
the most beautiful and elegant women at 
present in Paris, wearing their most magnifi- 
cent gowns, were present. It was a sight Ver- 
sailles had not seen since it was a royal resi- 
dence. It is even doubtful if such a dazzling 
array of jewels has ever been seen in Paris or 
in Versailles before. There were diamond 
tiaras by the hundreds, and the most gorgeous 
necklaces of superb diamonds, emeralds, 
and other gems, to say nothing of 
countless strings of pearls. Ministers, am- 
bassadors, princes and princesses, dukes and 
duchesses, as well as maharajahs were in the 
audience, and more than a sprinkling of 
Americans, all very smart and elegant. 

The entertainment was in the hands of 
Diaghileff, of Russian Ballet fame, man of 
impeccable taste. He had arranged dances 
suitable in atmosphere and period and in 
harmony with the unique setting at his dis- 


posal. It was an enchanting pageant, in 
unique surroundings, something never seen 
before. 


AFTER A MAN’S FIFTY 


(Concluded from page 140) 


apartment certainly, a most desirable spot 
to live in. And a restful quietude over 
everything, the inner quiet but intensified by 
the street noises floating through the open 
windows; but perhaps it was too quiet—there 
was something oppressive in the heavy still- 


ness. He turned on the electric fan; its dron- 
ing seemed a welcoming, almost friendly 
sound. 


The telephone rang and with something like 
alacrity Tutwiler answered it. It was old 
Fox from up-stairs. 

‘Hello, Tut! When’d you get back?” 

*To- day—just came in. 

“Have a good trip?” 

“Yes, a fine trip.” 

“ hat’ s on for to- night?” 

‘Nothing special.” 

‘Want to sit in a little poker game? Some 
of the fellows are coming—just got a couple 
of new fans and I'll guarantee it'll be cooler 
than a roof garden.” 

Tutwiler said he would come. 

“And say, Tut—what’re you doing for 
dinner?” 

Tutwiler said he had no plans. He wasn’t 
dining with Fayette that night—he had been 
dining with her every night for a week. 

“Then let’s have dinner together some- 
where.’ Old Fox gave an odd little laugh. 
“Seem to hate to be by = myself for a 


minute any more—getting old, I guess.” 

“Nonsense, you're not old! Remember, a 
fellow’s just as old as he feels—thing to do’s 
never to let yourself feel old.” 

**Guess you’re right—when a fellow begins 
to feel old it’s time he went broke or moved to 
the country—or something; doesn’t bear 
hanging round and looking at. Well, see you 
later. 

“Yes,” agreed Tutwiler, “in half an hour.” 

Changing his clothes, Tutwiler didn’t look 
forward to dining d deux with old Fox very 
much; he'd have to cheer Fox up apparently. 

However, as he prepared for his shower, he 
began to whistle a refrain from a current musi- 
cal show. Whistling as he passed the window, 
he looked out. Down in the little park the 
shadows were lengthening athwart the thick 
yellow sunshine, the fountain tinkled dreamily 
and a nursemaid with a child sat on a bench. 
Forgetting to whistle, Tutwiler stood there 
looking down a considerable time until he saw 
the little girl eagerly climb down and run 
toward the gate and fling her arms round the 
neck of a tall man who stooped down to her. 
For just a moment Tutwiler had the odd sen- 
sation that he could feel those little squeezing 
arms round his own neck—they felt soft and 
warm and moist. 

Then, turning 
whistling again. 


away, he took up his 
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says state- 
“ ment is 
. ; readily 
a ; proved by the 
on success of many 
S, World Famous Wo- 
ch § men of Royal Birth 
re and the Professions who 
ut : have retained youthful appearance 
. under Mme. Adair’s direction despite 
; the most strenuous careers. 
Sy Write for Mme. Adair’s remarkable book- 
1s let, “Beauty Lore of East and West,” and 
t. learn her famous ‘‘Ganese’’ Hindoo Beauty 
th Secrets (endorsed and recommended by 
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Special Trial Combination Box | | 


introducing the famous Balm Cleansing } 
Cream, the stimulating Diable Skin Tonic 
that promotes healthy action of the skin 
pores and keeps them small and normal; 
the nourishing Ganesh Eastern Muscle 
Oil and also the Balm Skin Food and Mme. 
Adair’s wonderful Sulphur Lotion. Suf- 
ficient quantities of each to demonstrate 
their merit with full directions for use and 
advice for correcting beauty blemishes by 
home treatment included with this Combi- 
nation Box for $1.50 postpaid. 
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Style D 3180 
Diaphragm Sta-Down 
Price . 2.50 
ther lida Sta-Down 
$1.50 to $7.00 
of other styles 
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's **Ganesh”’ Chin Strap 
removes double 
chin, restores lost 
4 “5 contours, prevents 
- | ——" ERE is the latest creation of the “H.&W.” Company, 
a $5.00 and $6.50 originators of the Brassiere in America. 
- Forehead St ‘ 
. duces heavy bulg- | The unusual success of the Diaphragm Sta- Down, iilus- 
y ing, foreheads trated here, is\due to these unique features: 
2 wrinkles. | 
2 PRICES A much-needed and very adaptable garment for the 
$4.00 and $5.00 | : ‘ a : neg a 
average figure. Designed so as to flatten the diaphragm 
4 “Ganesh” Preparations are on sale at Alt- | | A ate ololehamethosestel-aetoll-tahdel-Mh''z-tl-lebbel-cMelemaetom-t(e(cm 
5 man's, New York, and Stores of High Class. | 
Write for Brochure H of Beauty Advice. Whether the wearer is in a sitting or standing position 
" Call today at the Salon for treatment or this garment will ““Sta-Down”’ over the lowest top cor- 
phone for an appointment. set. Hose supporters are placed to insure these comforts. 
: 
. ELEANOR ADAIR FREE—Write for the Latest Iu 
; 23 East 56th Street, New York 
> 
LONDON PARIS BRUSSELS 
oe 
? 
EMERSON’S FOOTWEAR 
N ¥ M P H French in Soul and Substance 
for NOWHERE is the trend 
Evening of French Footwear 
Wear Fashion more admirably 
| evinced than in the artistic 
mpd ghee creations of Emerson. 
over button at 
center of 
stra, _ 
, SHIRLEY 
In Patent Leather.. $14.00 for 
Satins—White,' Brown < or Black... 14.00 A 
Suedes—Black. Brown or bead . 15.00 fternoon 
Gold or Silver Brocade... 16.00 Wear 
Cut Steel Buckle, $2. 50. Plain or 
Colored Rhinestone Buckie..... 3.50 
Mlustrated Folder of new Fall Styles mailed on request. Made in 
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Removes Hair Harmlessly 


UST spread on Neet, the 


wonderful new cream. 





Let it stay a little while 
then rinse off all the hair 


with clear water. Your 
dealer will give your money 
back if it fails to please you. 
50c at all drug and depart- 
ment stores. Trial size 
postpaid for 10c and your 


dealer’s name. 


Hannibal Pharmacal Co. 


609 Olive St. 
St. Louis, Mo. 
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° $14.00 
French no with Patent Straps 
Fy and Heels......... .$14.00 
BOOT S HOP Black Suede with Patent Straps 
and Heels.. 15.00 


The Home of French Creations in Women's Footwear Brown Suede ‘with Kid | Straps 
38 West 50th Street New York, N.Y. and Heels. 15.00 























e Noted actresses all abhor 

Uu all dull hair—they can’t afford 

to have it. They have no 

more choice in the color of their hair than you have. Their 

hair is more beautiful, because their profession—their very 

environment—soon teaches them how to make the best of 
what nature has given them. 

Practically every woman has reasonably good hair—satisfactory in quantity, 
texture and color. So-called dull hair is the result of improper care. Ordinary 
shampooing is not enough; just washing cannot sufficiently improve dull, drab 
hair. Only a shampoo that adds “that little something” dull hair lacks can 
really improve it. 

Whether your hair is light, medium or dark, it is only necessary to supply 
this elusive little something to make it beautiful. This can be done. If your 
hair lacks lustre—if it is not quite as rich in tone as you would like to have it— 
you can easily give it that little something it lacks. No ordinary shampoo will 
do this, for ordinary shampoos do nothing but clean the hair. Golden Glint 
Shampoo is NOT an ordinary shampoo. It does more than merely clean. It 
adds that little something which distinguishes really pretty hair from that which 
is dull and ordinary. 

Have a Golden Glint Shampoo today and give your hair this special treat- 
ment which is all it needs to make it as beautiful as you desire it. 25c¢ a pack- 
age at toilet counters or postpaid direct. J. W. Kobi Co., 123 Spring St., 
Seattle, Wash. 
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A Stately Queen 


and 
A Peasant Woman 


are both endowed equally by 
Nature with the same skin. But 
the Stately Queen appearance, 
soft, radiant and pleasing, is the 
result of the use of proper creams 
and cosmetics. 


Wests 


BEAUTY 
PRODUCTS 


give this “Stately Queen com- 
plexion’"’ because with their 
caressing application to your 
skin they counteract the ef- 
fects of modern social life by 
supplying it with the same in- 
vigoration that comes from pure 
mountain air and ocean breezes. 
They tone and subtly shade the 
tissue into a lustrous, healthy 
appearing skin. Used by Ameri- 
can women for fifteen years. 


PRICE List 
—8 De 
Red Red Rouge........ $1.50 


3 shades, Light, Medium and Dark 
Paste for the lips. Stays on 24 hours 


“Kiss me, it won't come 


"pay ae erated . 2.00 
L iquid Rouge for the lips 
Aurore Rouge (large)... ... 3.00 


A Powder Rouge for the face 
Stays on 24 hours 


Aurore Rouge (small)..... 1.50 
Youth Loon. 66:66 ccs. 4.25 


Desti Face Powder, Shades 
Sunburn, Peach, Mauve, 
Ocre, Rachel, Chair, 
Puanche............ » BOs 
Eye Shade . Blue or Buff). 1.50 
Desti Vanishing Cream... 2.25 
An excellent powder base 
Desti Cleansing Cream... 2.25 
For removing face blemishes 
Desti Skin Food. ; 
For reviving dry and dead looking ski 
Desti Special Use Unguent. 2.25 
In conjunction with Youth Lotion 
gives skin a healthy look 
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If not at your dealer write direct to 


LIONEL TRADING COMPANY, INc 
320 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 
U. S. Distributors 














ARPER’S BAZAR 


NE mile is enough to demon- 

strate the superb power of the 
LaFayette, its flexibility, and its com- 
fort. It takes ten thousand miles, or 
ten times that, however, to know 
the LaFayette intimately, to sound 
its fineness, to measure fully the ben- 
efits to be derived from the skill and 
the care that are spent upon it. Old 
owners and new alike tell us they 
never have known the LaFayette’s 
equal —and they have driventhe best 
of American and foreign cars. 


Steadily the conviction that the LaFayette 
is one of : 


perience cf LaFayette owners becor 


LAFAYETTE MOTORS CORPORATION, Milwaukee, Wis, 


LAFAYETTE ® 














From a gainting by WALTER BiGGs 








What! Company in the cellar! 


ES, INDEED. Invite them down. No reason 
why they shouldn't see the cellar if you 
have an Ipgat TYPE A Heat Macuine. 


The Ipzat TYPE A, being itself so clean 
and handsome, has caused hundreds of cellars 
to be cleaned up and dressed up; it has turned 
the wasted part of the home into a usable and 
useful part. 


“It is the most efficient heating plant on the mar- 
ket, and is very easily kept clean,” writes Leland H. 


Lyon, New York architect, whose home is in New 
Rochelle, N.Y. 

“Many men, when visiting me, are amazed that 
the room in which the Ipeat TYPE A stands should 
be so entirely free from gas or dust. I have several 
electrical devices in the same room and there is, at no 
time, any appreciable amount of dust on the motors.” 


Why not, like Mr. Lyon, add another floor 
—the cellar—to the serviceable part of your 
home? The Ipgat TYPE A will do it, and will 
pay back its cost in the fuel it saves. 


Send to either address below for an illustrated booklet 
which tells the whole story 


AMERICAN RADIATOR COMPANY 











IprAt Boilers and AMERICAN Radiators for every heating need 


104 WesT 42ND STREET, New York 





Dept. 117 


816 So. MiIcHIGAN AVENUE, CHICAGO 





© aco, 1923 





























AN EXCLUSIVE 
SPECIAL SERVICE 
We have arranged with A. 
SIMONSON, a noted hair- 
dress authority,to give wearers 
of Gainsborough Hair Nets 
free advice and suggestions for 
obtaining the most charming 
coiffure effects. In writing 
taA. Simonson, 54 West 57th 
Street, New York, for infor- 
mation, sénd two Gains- 
borough Hair Net envelopes 
and enclose personal stamped 
return envelope for reply. 


THE WESTERN COMPANY 
CHICAGO NEW YORK 


PRICES—Cap or Fringe 
The strong, single strand, l0c 
Double strand - 2 for 25c 
Gray or White 20. 
Canadian prices same as U.S. As 





This is the value mark on Gainsborough 

Hair Nets, Gainsberough Powder Puffs, 

Dr. West's Tooth Brushes and Hank- 
0-Chiefs ~all WECO products 





















THE LARGEST SELLING HAIR NET IN THE WORLD 
QW can you hope to 

eep your hair looking 

its best unless you use a : 
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CANADIAN REPRESENTATIVES 
Wholesale Drug Distributers 


Lymans, Limited, Montreal 


The Lyman Bros. & Co., Limited, Toronto 
J. A Teeporten, Limited, Vancouver, B.C . 
Dry Goods Distributor — enuine 


Greenshield's, Limited, Montreal Phe Net of the Life-Like Lustre 
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